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TO THE 
Moſt Excellent and Moſt Illuſtrious Princeſs 
NE,. 
Dutcheſs of Monmouth and Bucclugh, Wife to the Moſt 
| Illuſtrious and High-bgrn Prince | 


; FAMES Duke of Monmouth. 


May it pleaſe Tour Grace, 


HE Favour which Heroick Plays have lately. found upon 
our Theatres, has been wholly deriv'd to them from the 
Countenance and Approbation they havereceiy'd at Court. 
The moſt eminent Perſons for Wit and Honour in the Roy- 

al Cirele having ſo far owned them, that they have judg d no way ſo tic 

as Verſe to entertain a Noble Audience, or to expreſs a Noble Paſſion. 

And amongſt the reſt which have been written in this kind, they 

have been ſo indulgent to this Poem, as to allow it no inconſide- 

rable place. Since therefore to the Court I owe its Fortune on 
the Stage; ſo, being now more publickly expos'd in Print, I hum- 
bly recommend it to your Grace's Protection, who, by all knowin 

Perſons are eſteem'd a principal Ornament of the Court. But thoug 

the Rank which you hold in the Royal Family, might direct the Eyes 

of a Poet to you, yet your Beauty and Goodneſs detain and fix them. 

High Objects, tis true, attract the Sight; but it looks up with Pain 

on craggy Rocks and barren Mountains, and continues not intent on 

any Object, which is wanting in Shades and Greens to entertain it. 

Beauty, in Courts, is ſo neccilary to the young, that thoſe who are 
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without it, ſeem to be there to no other purpoſe than to wait on 
the Triumphs of the Fair; to attend thzir Motions in Ooſcurity, 
as the Moon and Stars do the Sun by Day; or, at beſt, to be the 
Refuge of thoſe Hearts which others have deſpis'd; and, by the 
unworthineſs of both, to give and take a miſerable Comfort. But, 
as needful as Beauty is, Virtue and Honour are yet more: the Reign 
of it without their Support is unſafe and ſhort, like that of Ty- 
rants, Every Sun which looks on Beauty waſtes it; and, when it 
15 once decaying, the Repairs of Art are of as ſhort continuance, 
as the After-Spring when the Sun is going further off, This, Ma- 
dam, is its ordinary Fate; but yours, which is aecompanied by Vir- 
tue, is not ſubject to that common Deſtifiy. Your Grace has not 
only a long time of Youth in which to flouriſh, but you have hke- 
wile found the way, by an untainted Preſervation of your Honour, 
to make that eridhab e Good more laſting. And if Beauty, like 
Vines, could be preſery'd by being mix'd and embodicd with others 
of their own Natures, then your Grace's would be immortal, fince 
no part of Europe can afford a Parallel to your Noble Lord, in 
Maſculine Beauty, and in goodlineſs of Shape. To receive the 

Bleſſings and Prayers of Mankind, you need only to be ſeen to- 
gether : we are ready to conclude that you are a pair of Angels ſent 
below to make Virtue amiable in your Perſons, or to fit to Poets 
when they would pleaſantly inſtruct the Age, by drawing Good- 
neſs in the moſt perfect and alluring ſhape of Nature. But tho 
Beauty be the Theme, on which Poets loye to dwell, I muſt be 
forced to quit it as a private Praiſe, ſince you have delſery'd thoſe 
which are more publick. For Goodneſs and Humanity, which ſhine 
in you, are Virtues which concern Mankind: and by a certain 
kind of Intereſt all People agree in their Commendation, becauſe 
the profit of them may extend to many. Tis ſo much your Incli- 
nat ion to do Good, that you ſtay not to be ask'd; which is an 
approach ſo near the Deity, that Human Nature is not capable 
of a nearer. Tis my Happineſs that I can teſtific this Virtue of 
your Gracc's by my own Experience; ſince I have ſo great an A- 
verſion from ſolliciting Court-Fayours, that I am ready to look on 
thoſe as very bold, who dare grow rich there without Deſert. But 
I beg your Grace's Pardon for aſſuming this Virtue of Modeſty to 
my ſelf, which the Sequel of this Diſcourſe will no way juſtifie. 
For in this Addreſs I have already quitted the Character of a mo- 
deſt Man, by preſenting you this Poem as an W 
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which ſtands in need of your Protection; and which ought no more 
to be c{tcem'd a Preſent, than it is accounted Bounty in the Poor, 
when they beſtow a Child on ſom? wealthy Friend, who will bet- 
ter breed it up. Off-iprings of this Nature are like to be ſo nume- 
rous with me, that I muſt be forc d to ſend ſome of them abroad; 
only this is like to be more fortunate than his Brothers, becauſe I 
have landed him on an hoſpitable Shore Under your Patronage 
Montezuma hopes he is more ſafe than in his Native Indies; and 
therefore comes to throw himſelf at your Grace's Feet, payin 

that Homage to your Beauty, which he refus'd to the Violence of 
his Conquerors. He begs only, that when he ſhall relate his Suf- 
ferings, you wall conſider him as an Indian Prince, and not expect 
any other Eloquence from his Simplicity, than what his Griefs 
have furniſh'd him withal. His Story is, perhaps, the greateſt 
which was ever repreſented in a Pom of this nature; the Action 
of it including the Diſcovery and Conqueſt of a new World. In 
it I have neither wholly follow'd the ruth of the Hiſtory, nor al- 
together left it: but have taken all the Liberty of a Poet, to add, 
alter, or diminiſh, as I thought might beſt conduce to the beauti- 
fying of my Work; it being not the bus'noſs of a Poet to repre- 
ſent Hiſtorical Truth, but Probability. But I am not to make the 
Juſtification of this Poem, which I wholly leave to your Graces 
Mercy. *Tis an irregular Piece, if compar'd with many of Corne- 
ille's, and, if I may make a Judgment of it, written with more 
Flame than Art; in which it repreſents the Mind and Intentions 


of the Author, who is with much more Zeal and Integrity, than 
- Deſign and Artifice, | 


| Madam : 
Tour Gract's moſt Obedient, 


Octob. 13+ 
1667. 


and moſt Obliged Servant, 


John Dryden. 
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Connexion of the Indian Emperor to the Indian Queen. 


HE Concluſion of the Indian Queen (part of which Poem was writ by 
me) left little matter for another Story to be built on, there rema ning 
but two of the conſiderable Characters alive, (viz.) Mentexuma and Orazia : 
Thereupon the Author of this thought it neceſſary to produce new Perſons 
from the old ones; and conſidering the late Indian Queen, before ſhe lov'd 
Montezuma, liv'd in clandeſtine Marriage with her General Traxalla; from 
thoſe two he has rais'd a Son and two Daughters, ſuppos'd to be left youn 
Orphans at their Death: On the other fide, he has given to Monte uma 
Oraxia, two Sons and a Daughter; all now ſuppoſed to be grown up to Mens 
and Womens eſtate; and their Mother Orazis (for whom there was no fur- 
ther uſe in the Story) lately dead. 

So that you are to imagine about twenty Years elaps'd ſince the Coronation 
of Montezuma; who, in the truth of the Hiſtory, was a great and glorious 
Prince; and in whoſe time happened the Diſcovery and Invaſion of Mexico 
by the Spaniards, under the Conduct of Hernande Cortex, who joined with 
the Traxallan-Indians, the inveterate Enemies of Montezuma, wholly ſubver- 
ted that flouriſhing Empire; the Conqueſt of which is the Subject of this Dra- 
matique Poem. 

have neither wholly followed the Story, nor varied from it; and, as near 
| as | could, have traced the Native Simplicity and Ignorance of the Indians, in 
relation to Europæas Cuſtoms: The Shipping, Armour, Horſes, Swords, and 
Guns of the Spaniards, being as new to them, as their Habits and theic Lan- 
guage were to the Chriſtians, 

The difference of their Religion from ours, I have taken from the Story it 
ſelf; and that which you find of it in the firſt and fifth Act, touching the 
Sufferings and Conſtancy of Montexuma in his Opinions, I have only illuſtra- 
ted, not alter'd from thoſe who have written of it. 


The Names of the Perſons Repreſented. 


c Montezuma, Emperor of Mexico, 
Odmar, his Eldeſt Son. 


Indians, Men, J Guyomar, his Younger Son. 
Orbellan, Son to the ſate Indian Queen by Traxalla. 

i High Prieſt of the Sun. | 
Cydaria, Montezuma's Daughter. 

Women, 5 Almeria, \ Siſters; and Daughters to the late In- 

Alibech, } dian Queen. 
Cortez, the Spaniſh General. 
Spaniards, ; Fs ee Commanders under him. 


Pigarro, 


The Scene MEXICO, and tuo Leagues about it. 
PR O. 
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PROLOGUE 

| * 
Lmighty Critiques ! whom our Indians here 

A Morſbip, juſt as they do the Devil, for fear. 

In reverence to your Pour I come this Day 

To give you timely warning of our Play. 

The Scenes are old, the Habits are the ſame 

We wore laſt Tear, before the Spaniards came. 

No, if you ftay, the Blood that ſhall be ſhed 

From this poor Play, be all upon your Head. 

We neither promiſe you one Dance, or Show, 

Then Plot and Language they are wanting too. 

But you kind Wits, will thoſe light Faults excuſe: 

Thoſe are the common Frailties of the Muſe, 

Which who obſerves he buys his Place too dear: 

For tis your buſineſs to be cogen d here. 

Theſe wretched Spies of Wit muſt then confeſs 

They take more Pains to pleaſe themſelves the leſs, 

Grant us ſuch Judges, Phoebus, we requeſt, 

As ftill miſtake themſelves into a-Feſt ; 

Such eaſie Judges, that our Poet may | 

Himſelf admire the Fortune of his Play; 
arrogantly, as his Fellows do, 

Think he writes well, becauſe he pleaſes you. 

This he conceives not hard to bring about, 

If all of you would join to help him out. 

Would each Man take but what he underſtands, 

And leave the reſt upon the Poet's Hands. 


EPILOGUE 
M E K C D R TY 


O all and ſingular in this full Meeting, 
Ladies and Gallants, Phoebus ſends you Greeting. 
To all his Sons, by whateer Title known, 
Whether of Court, of Coffee-houſe, or Town ; 
From his moſt mighty Sons, whoſe Confidence 
Is plac'd in lofty Sound, and humble Senſe, 
Ev'n to his little Infants of the Time, 
Who write new Jongs, and truſt in Tune and Rhime. 
Bet known that Phoebus (being daily griev'd 
To ſee good Plays condemn d, end bad receiv'd,) 
N | Ordains your Judgment upon every Cauſe, 
2 Henceforth be limited by wholſome Laws. 
"2 He firſt thinks fit no Sonnettier advance 
His Cenſire, farther than the Song or Dance. 
Tour Wit- Burleſque may one ſtep higher climb, 
And in his Sphere may judge all Doggrel Rhime: 
All Proves, and Moves, and Loves, and Honours too: 
All that appears high Senſe, and ſcarce 1s low. 
As for the Coffee:Wits he ſays not much, 
Their proper bus'neſs is to Damn the Dutch. 
| For the great Dons of Wit 
| Phoebus gives then full Privilege alone 
To Damn all others, and cry up their own. 
Laſt, for the Ladies, tis Apollo's Will, 
They ſhould have Power to Save, but not to Kill: 
For Love and He long ſince have thought it fir, 
Wit live by Beauty, Beauty reign by Wit. | 
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ACT I SCENE IL 


The Scene 4 Pleaſant Indian Country. 


Enter Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, with Spaniards and Indians 
of their Party. | 


Cort. N what new happy Climate are we thrown, 
O So long kept ſecret, and ſo lately known? 


As if our old World modeſtly withdrew, 
And here, in private, had brought forth a new! 
Vaſe. Corn, Wine and Oil are wanting to this Ground, 
In which our Countries fruitfully abound : 
As if this Infant World, yet unarray'd, 
Naked and bare, in Nature's Lap were laid. 
No uſeful Arts have yet found Footing here; 
But all uotaught and ſalvage does appear. 
Cort, Wild and untaught are Terms which we alone 
Invent, for faſhions differing from our own: 
For all thei: Cuſtoms are by Nature, wrought, 
But we, by Art, unteach what Nature taught. 


Piz. In Spain our Springs, like Qld Mens Children be, 
Decay'd and wither'd from their Infancy : 
No kindly Showers fall on our barren Earth, 
To hatch the Seaſons in a timely Birth. 
Our Summer ſuch a Ruſſet Livery wears, 
As in a Garment often dy'd, appears. | 7 
Cort. Here Nature ſpreads her fruitful ſweetneſs round, 
Breathes on the Air, and broods vpon the Ground. 
Here Days and Nights the only Seaſons be, 
The Sun no Climate does ſo gladly ſee: 
When forc'd from hence, to view our Parts, he mourns ; 
Takes little Journeys, and makes quick Returns, 
Vaſq. Methinks we walk in Dreams on Fairy Land, 
Where golden Ore lies mixt with common Sand ; 
Each downfal of a Flood the Mountains pour 
From their rich Bowels, rolls a Silver Shower. 


Cor:. 


2 e Indtan'Emperor. 
| i Cort. Heav'n from all Ages wiſely did provide 
4 This-Wealth, and · for the braveſt Nation hide, 
|| Who with ſour hundred Foot, and forty Horſe, 
1 Dare boldly igo a new-found World to force. 
= Pix. Our Men, e . ſhou'd find too few, 
1 But 44jans join the Indians to, ſubdue; 
| ln, ſhook by Montexuma'y Po er- 
A I hy Vece call'd in ours. : 
Vaſq. Raſhly to arm apainſt ſo great a King, | 
I hold not ſafe; nor is it juſt to bring Fi 7 
A War, without a fair defiance made. 5 . 
Pix. Declare we firſt our Quarrel : Then invade. 
Cort. My ſelf, my King's Embaſſadgr. will go; 
peak, Indian Guide, how far to Mexico ? 


Indian. Your 105 can ſcarce ſo far a Proſpect make, 
As to diſcern the City on the Lake. c 
But that broad Cauſ- way will direct your way, 
And you may reach the Town by Noon of Day. 

Cort. Command a Party of our indians out, 
With a ſtrit charge not to engage, but ſcout; 
By noble ways ve Conqueſt will prepare, 


| SCENE HI. 
A Temple, and the Hijgh-Prieſt with other Prieſts. 
To them an Indian. | 
Ind. Haſte, Holy Prieſt, it is the King's command. 
H. Prieſt, When ſets he forward? 
Ind, He is near at hand. 
H. Prieſt. The Incenſe is upon the Altar plac'd, 
The bloody Sacrifice already paſt. ' 
Five hundred Captives ſaw the riſing Sun, 
Who loſt their light e'er half his Race was run. 
That which remains we here muſt celebrate; 
Where far from noiſe, without the City Gat 
The peaceful Power that governs Love repairs, 
To feaſt upon ſoft Vows and ſilent Pray'rs. 
We for his Royal preſence only Nay, b 
To end the rites of this ſo ſolemn day. 
Enter Montezuma; his eldeft Son Odmar; bis Daughter Cydaria, Almeria, 
Alibech, Orbellan, and Train. They place themſelves. 
H. Prieſt. a way Birth-day, while we fing 
To our Gods and to our King, | | 
Her, —_—_ this beauteous quire, ' 
Whoſe perfections you admire, 
Her, who faireſt does appear, 
Crown her Queen of all the Year, 


Firſt offer Peace, and that refus'd, make War. LE 11 p 


[ Exit Indian. 


The Indian Emperor. 
Of the Vear and of the Day, LIFE? 
And at her Feet your Garland lay. 
Odm, My Father this way does his looks direct, 
Heay'n grant he give it not where I ſuſpeR, 
| [Montezuma riſes, goes about the Ladies, and at length 
Says at Almeria, and bows. 
Mont, Since my Oraxias Death I have not ſeen 
A Beauty ſo deſerving to be Queen 


As fair Almeria. © I} | 
Sure he will not know [To her Brother and Sifter aſide. 


Alm. 
My Birth I to that injur'd Princeſs owe, 
Whom his hard Heart not only Love deny'd, 
Zut in her ſufferings took unmanly pride. 
Alib. Since Monte rumd wil his choice renew, 
In dead Orazia's room _— you, 
*T will pleaſe our Mother's Ghoſt that you ſucceed 
To all the Glories of her Rival's Bed. 
Alm. If news be carried to the Shades below, 
The Indian Queen will be more pleagd to know 
That I his ſcorns on him, who fcorn'd her, pay: 
| Orb. Would you could right her ſome more noble way. 
: She terns to him who it kneeling all the while, 

Mont. Madam this poſture is for Heay'n deſign'd, | Kneeling, 
And what moves Heav'n I hope may make you kind, 

Alm. Heav'n may be kind, the Gods uninjur d live, 

And crimes below coſt little to forgive. 
By thee, Inhuman, both my Parents dy'd; 
One by the Sword, the other by thy Pride. 

Mont. My haughty mind no fate could ever bow, 
Yet I muſt ſtoop to one who ſcorns me now: 

Is there go pity to my Sufferings due? 
Alx. As much as what my Mother found from you, 

Mont. Your Mother's _ a recompence ſhall meer, 
I lay my Scepter at her Daughter's Feer. 

Alm. He, who does now my leaſt commands obey, 
Wou'd call me Queen, and take my Pow'r a- -. 

Odm. Can he hear this, and not his Fetters bredk? 
Is Love ſo pow'rful, or his Soul ſo weak? 
I'll fright her from it. Madam, though you ſee 
The King is kind, I hope your Modeſty 
Will know, what diſtance to the Crown is due. 

Alm. Diſtance and Modeſty prefcrib'd by you ?ꝰ 

Odm. Almeria dares not think ſuch Thoughts as theſe. 

Alm. She dares both think and act whit Thoughts he pleaſe, 
Tis much below me on his Throne to fit; 
But when I do, you ſball Petition it. 

Odm. If, Sir, Almeria does your Bed partake; 
I moutn for my forgotten Mother's Sake, 
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Mont. When Parents Loves are order'd by a Son, 
Let Streams preſcribe their Fountains where to run. 
Oam, In all 1 urge I keep my Duty ſtill, | 
Not rule your reaſon, but inſtruct your will. 
Mont. Small uſe of reaſon in that Prince is ſhown, | 
Who follows others, _ gegheSe by car 5 
Almeria 20 Orbellan and Alibech, who are this while whiſderins to her. 
ah he ſhall ever love, and always be | Meg oy. 
The Subje& of my Scorn and Cruelty. | | | 
Orb. To prove the laſting torment of his Life, 
You muſt not be his Miſtreſs, but his Wife. | 
Few know what care an Husband's Peace deſtroys; 
His real Griefs, and his diſſembled Joys. 
Alm, What mark of pleaſing vengeance could be ſhown, | 
If I to break his quiet loſe my own? 1 
Orb. A Brother's Life upon your Love relies, 
Since I do homage to Cydaria's Eyes: 
How can her Father to my hopes be kind, 
If in your Heart he no Example find? 
Alm. To fave your Life I'll ſuffer any thing, 
Yet I'll not flatter this tempeſtuous King; 
But work his ſtubborn Soul a nobler way, 
And, 1 he love, I'll force him to Obey, 
I take this Garland, not as given by you. ; ; | RB 
But as my Merit, and my Beauty's — „ 5 en 
As for the Crown that you, my Slave, poſſeſs, $5: 
To ſhare it with you would but make me leſs. _. 
Enter Guyomar haſtily, 
Odm. My Brother G=yomar /. Methinks I ſpy 
Haſte in his Steps, and wonder in his Eye. 
Mont, I ſent thee to the Frontiers, quickly tell 
The cauſe of thy return, Are all things well? 
Guy. I went, in order, Sir, to your Command, bw 
To view the utmoſt limits of the Land: | 
To that Sea-ſhore where no more World is found, 
But foaming Billows breaking on the ground, 
Where, for a while, my Eyes no object met ; 
But diſtant Skies that in the Ocean ſet: N 
And low hung Clouds that * themſelves in rain 
To ſhake their Fleeces on the Earth again. 
At laſt, as far as I could caſt my Eyes 
—_— the Sea, ſomewhat methought did riſe 
Like blueiſh miſts, which {till appearing more, 
Took dreadful ſhapes, and mov d towards the ſhore. _ 
Mont. What forms did theſe new Wondes repreſent? | 
Guy. More ſtrange than what your wonder can invent. © be 
The object I could firſt diſtinctly view- ES oo Ix: 
Was tall Rreight Trees which on the Waters flzw, | * | 


a * 
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Wings on their ſides inſtead of leaves did grow, 
Which gather'd all the breath the Winds could blow: - _ 
And at their Roots grew floating Palaces s 
Whoſe out blow'd Bellies cut the yielding Seas. | | 
Mont. What divine Monſters, O ye gods, were theſe 
That float in Air, and fly upon the Seas ! af 
Came they alive or dead upon the ſhore? 
Guy. Alas, they liv'd too ſure, I heard them roar; 
All turn'd their ſides, and to each other (poke, 
I ſaw their words break out in Fire and Smoke. 
Sure 'tis their Voice that thunders from on high, 
Or theſe the younger Brothers of the Sky. 
Deaf with the noiſe I took my haſty flight. 
No mortal Courage can ſupport the fright. .- 
High Pr. Old Prophecies foretel our fall at hind, 
When bearded Men in floating Caſtles land, 
I fear it is of dire portent. 
Mont, Go ſce 
What it fore-ſhows, and what the Gods decree, 
Mean time proceed we to what Rites remain. 
Odmar, of all this preſence does contain, | 
Give her your Wreath whom you efteem moſt fair. 
Odm. Above the reſt I judge one Beauty rare, 


And may that Beauty prove as kind to me, | He gives Alibech the Wreath: 
023 4% 


As I am ſure fair Alibech is ſne. ; 
Mont. You Guyomar, muſt next perform your Part. 
Gay. I want a Garland, but I'll give a Heart: 

My Brather's Pardon I muſt firſt implore, 

Since I with him fair Alibech adore. 

Oam. That all ſhould Alibech adore tis true, 

But ſome reſpe& is to my Birth-right due, 

My Claim to her by Elderſhip I prove. 

92. Age is a Plea in Empire, not in Love, 

Oam. I long have ſtaid for this Solemnity 

To make my Paſſion 85 
Guy. — 80 have I. 

04. But from her Birth my Soul has been her Slave, 
My Heart receiy'd the firſt wounds which ſhe gave: 
I watch'd the early Glories of her Eyes, 

As Men for Day-break watch che Eaſtern Skies. 

Guy. It ſeems my Soul then mov'd the quicker pace, 
| Yours firſt ſet out, mine reach'd her in the Race, © 

Mont. Odmar, your Choice I cannot diſapprove; ww» 
Nor juſtly, Gzyomar, can Blame your Love. 
To Alibech alone refer your Suit, ew vb 
And let her Sentence finiſh your Diſpute. 

Alib. You think me, Sir, a Miſtreſs quickly won, 

So ſoon to finiſh what is ſcarce begun: 


In this ſurprize ſhould I a ſudgment make. ; 
'Tis anſwering Riddles :e er I'm wel awake”: | Big 
If you oblige me ſuddenly to chuſem 
The Choice is made, for I muſt both refuſe. 
For to my ſelf I owe this due regard; 
Not to make Love my Gift, but my Reward: 
Time beſt will ſhew whoſe ſervices will laſt. 
Odm. Then judge my; future ſervice by my paſt. 
What I ſhall be, by what I was, you know: 
That Love took deepeſt Root which firſt» did grow. 
Guy. That Love which firſt was ſer will firſt decay, 
Mine of a freſher Date will longer ſtay. 
Oar. Still you forget my Birth z 
Guy. —— But you, I ſee, 
Take care ſtill to refreſh my memory. | 
Mont. My Sons, let your unfeemly diſcord ceaſe, 
If not in Friendſhip, live at leaſt in peace. x 
- Orbellan, where you love, beſtow your Wreath. - 
Orb. My Love I dare not even in whiſpers breath. 
Mont, A virtuous Love may: venture any thing. 
Orb, Not to attempt the Daughter of my King. 
Mont. Whither is all my former fury gone? 
Once more I have Taxalla's Chains put on, 
And by his Children am in Triumph led: 
Too well the living have reveng'd the dead! 
Alm. You think my Hrocher born your Enemy: 
He's of Taxalla's Blood, and ſo am I. | 
Mont. In vain I ſtrive, | 
My Lion-heart is with Loves Toils beſet, 2 
Struggling I fall ſtill deeper in the Net. 
Cydaria, Your new Lover's Garland take, 
And uſe him kindly for your Father's fake. 
Cyd. So ſtrong an hatred does my Nature ſway, 
That ſpight of Duty I muſt difobey: 
Beſides, you warn'd me ſtill of loving two, 
Can I love him, already loving you; 
Sete a Gd lniffilg. 
Mont. You look amazidy av' if ſome ſudden fear 
Had ſciz'd your hearts, is any danger ne | 
1 Guard. Behind the Coyert where this Temple ſtands; - 
Thick as the Shades, there iſſue ſwauming Bands 
Of ambuſh'd. Men, whom, by their Arms and Dreſs," 
To be Taxallan- Rnemies I gueſs; a 
2 Guard. The Temple, Sir, isalmoſt oompaſtd tou 
Mon, Some ſpeedy way for paſſage muſt he found 
Make to the City by the Poſtern Gate 
I'll either force my Victory, on Fate? 
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A — Death Lin Ars 4 — prove, | 
Than ftay to periſh tame my Love. "Hog | 
| * within. — Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Alibech, . 
Orbellan, Cydaria, Almeria, .as purſued by Taxallans. 
Mont. No ſuccour from the Town? 
Odm.—— None, none is nigh. 
y. We are inclos'd, and muſt reſolve to die. 
ont, +. op for Revenge now hope of life is paſt, 
But one ſtroke more, and that will be my laſt. 
Enter Cortez, Vaſquez,Pizarro, to th Taxallans, Cortez fays them, falling juſt on. 
Cort. Contemn'd? My Orders broke even in my fight ! [To bis Indians. 
Did I not ſtrialy charge you ſhould not fight? - | 
Ind. Your choler, General, does unjuſtly riſe, 
To ſee your Friends purſue your Enemies ; 
To greateſt and moſt cruel Foes we have 
Are theſe whom you would ignorantly fave. 
By ambuſh'd Men, behind their Temple laid, 
We have the King of Mexico bang. | 
Cort. Where, baniſh'd Virtue, wilt thou ſhew thy Face, 
If Treachery infects thy Indian Race? 
Diſmiſs pon age and lay your Weapons by: 
Know I protect them, and they ſhall not die. 
Ind. O wond'rous mercy, ſhown to Foes diftreſt ! 
Cort. Call them not ſo, when once with odds oppreſt, 
Nor are they Foes my Clemency defends, 
Until they have refus'd _ — *. * . | 
Draw up our Spaniards by themſelves, then fire Ti Vaſa. 
Our Guns on all who do not ſtreight retire. n 
Ind. O mercy, mercy, at thy Feet we fall, 


nd, lines - 
Before thy roaring gods deſtroy us all: D. Epobing 
See we retreat without the leaſt rep - [The Taxallans e 
Keep thy gods ſilent, if We' ſpeak i die. | ( * 


Mont. The fierce Taxallans lay their weapons down, 
Some Miracle in our relief is ſhown. 


1 * bearded — in Shape and Colour be 

ike thoſe I ſaw come floating on the Sea. Mont. kneel; to Cort | 

Mont. Patron of Mexico — god of Wars, L * ans 

Son of the Sun, and Brother of the Stars. | 
Cort, Great Monarch, your devotion you miſplace. 
Mont. They actions ſhow thee born of Heay'oly Race, 

If then thou art that cruel God whoſe Eyes 

Delight in Blood, and Human Sacrifice, 

Thy dreadful Altars I with Slaves will ſore, 

And feed thy Noſtrils with hot reeking Gore; 

Or if that mild and gentle God thou be, 

Who doſt Mankind below with pity ſee, 

With Breath of Incenſe I will glad thy Heart: 

But if, like us, of Mortal Seed thou art, 


Preſents 


The Indian Emperor. 
Preſents of choiceſt Fowls, and Fruits I'll bring oo 
And in my Realms thou ſhalt be more than King. ö 15 5 

Cort. Monarch of Empires, and deſerving more 

Than the Sun ſees upon your Weſtern ſhore; 

Like you a Man, and hither led by Fame, 

Not by conſtraint, but by my choice I came, 

Embaſſador of Peace, if Peace you chule, | 

Or Herald of a War if you refuſe, _ , + ft * 

Mont, Whence or from whom doſt thou theſe offers bring? 
Cort. From Charles the Fifth, the World's moſt potent King. 
Mont. Some petty Prince, and one of little Fame, | 

For to this hour I never heard his name: 

The two great Empires of the World I know, 

That of Pers, and this of Mexico; 

And ſince the Earth none larger does afford, 

This Charles is ſome poor Tributary Lord. : 
Cort. You ſpeak of that ſmall part of Earth you know. 


But betwixt us and you wide Oceans flow, A o{1:2\54 24 
And watry deſarts of ſo vaſt extent, nung enge ar 
That hs hither four full Moons we . Il u Nn i 
Mont. But ſay, what News, what offers doſt thou bring 1 0 


From ſo remote, and ſo unknown a King ? | 
Vaſq. Spain's mighty Monarch, to whom Heav'n thinks fit | 
That all = Nations of the Earth ſubmit, | | bile Vaſquez penis, Cortez 
In gracious Clemency, dots condeſcend.; ) |, 1, ſpies/the' Ladies, and goes to 
On theſe Conditions to become your Friend. tent, entertaining Cydaria 
Firſt, that of him you ſhall your Scepter hold. with Court ſbhip in dum Show. 
Next, you preſent him with your uſeleſs Gold: 9 3 
Laſt, that you leave thoſe Idols pou implore, * 
And one true Deity with him adore. 5 8 ob? 
Mont. You ſpeak your Prince a mighty Emperor, 20 
But bis demands have ſpoke him Proud, and Poor; U 1 
He proudly at my free-born Scepter flies, * I vv 
Yet poorly begs a metal I deſpiſe. 
Gold thou may'ſt take, whatever thou canſt find, 
Save.what for ſacred uſes is deſign'd:  - I am wit] io 
But, by What right pretends your King to bee 
The ſovereign Lord of all the World and me? bis m. 201 to. 
Piz, The Soveraign Prieſt, | bot 5 
Who repreſents on Earth the Pow'r of Heav'n, 
Has this your Empire to our Monarch giv'n. 


Aontr d)1 does he repreſent the Pow s above. 
Who nouriſhes Debate, not preachgs Love: un, late e! 
Beſides, what gicater Folly can be ſhown? / F iv Anno Ya 0990 tA 


He gives another what is not his own, | 3 J 


* * ww - K 
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vuſq. His Pow'r muſt needs unqueſtion'd be below. 
For he in Heav'n an Empire can beſtow, 

Mont. Empires in Heav'n he with more eaſe may give, 
And you perhaps would with leſs thanks receive; 
But Heav'n has need of no ſuch Viceroy here, 
It ſelf beſtows the Crowns that Monarchs wear. 

Pix. You wrong his Power as you miſtake our end, 
Who came thus far Religion to extend, 
Mont. He who Religion truly underſtands, 
Knows its extent muſt be in Men, not Lands. 

Odm. Bur who are thoſe that Truth muſt propagate 
Within the confines of my Father's ſtate? 

Yaſq. Religious Men, who hither muſt be ſent 
As awful Guides of heav'nly Government; 
To teach you Penance, Faſt, and Abſtinence, 
To puniſh Bodies for the Souls Offence. 

Mont. Cheaply you fin, and puniſh Crimes with eaſe, 
Not as th'offended, but th' Offenders pleaſe. 
Firſt injure Heay'n, and when its wrath is due, 
Your ſelves preſcribe ic how to puniſh you, 

Od. What numbers of theſe holy Men muſt come? 

Pix. You ſhall not want, each Village ſhall have ſome; 
Who, though the Royal Dignity they own, 
Are equal to it, and depend on none. 

Guy. Depend on none! You treat them ſure in ſtate, 
For tis their plenty does their pride create. 

Mont. Thoſe ghoſtly Kings would parcel out my pow'r, 
And all the fatneſs of my Land devour ; 
That Monarch fits not ſafely on his Throne, 
Who bears, within, a power that ſhocks his own. 
They teach Obedience to Imperial Sway, 
But think it Sin if they themſelves obey. 
Vaſq. It ſeems then our Religion you accuſe, 


And peaceful Homage to our King refuſe. 


Mont. Your Gods I light not, but will keep my own, 
My Crown is abſolute, and holds of none; 
I cannot in a baſe Subjection live, 


Nor ſuffer you to take, though I would give. 


Core, Is this your Anſwer, Sir? - 
Mont. This as a Prince 

Bound to my People's and my Crown's defence, 

I muſt return; but, as a Man by you 

Redeem'd from Death, all gratitude is due. 
Cort. It was an Act my Honour bound me to, 

Bu. what I did were I again to do, 

I could not do it on my Honour's ſcore, 

For Love would now oblige me to do more. 


h C | Is 


10 The Indian Emperor. 
Ts no way left that we may yet agree? 
Muſt J have War, yet have no Enemy? 
Vaſq. He has refus'd all terms of Peace to take, 
Mont. Since we mult fight, hear Heav'ns, what Prayers L make, 
Firſt, to preſerve this antient State and me, 
But if your doom the fall of both decrce, 
Grant only he who has ſuch honour ſhown, 
When I am duſt, may fill my empty Throne. | 
Cort. To make me happier than that with can do, 
Lies not in all your gods to grant, but you; 
Let this fair Princeſs but one minute ftay, 
A look from her will your obligements pay. | 
 [Exewn Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Orbellan, Almeria, and Alibech. 
Mont. to Cyd.) Your duty in your quick return be ſhown. 


Stay you, and wait my Daughter to the Town, - Ie his Gmards. 
Cydaria'is going, but turns and looks back upon Cortez, who is looking on 
her all this while. Lia 
Od. My Father's gone, and yet I cannot go, 
Sure I have ſomething loſt or left behind! | | Hide. 
Cort. Like Travellers who wander in the Snow, | | 
I on her Beauty gaze till I am blind. [Ad. 


Cyd. Thick breath, quick pulſe, and heaving of my heart, 

All figns of ſome unwonted change appear: 

I find my ſelf unwilling to depart, 
And yet I know not why I would be here. 
Stranger, you raiſe ſuch torments in my breaſt, 
That when I go, if I muſt go again, 
PI! tell my Father you have robb'd my reſt, 

And to him of your injuries complain. | 
Cort. Unknown, I ſwear, thoſe wrongs were which I wrought, 
But my Complaints will much more juſt appear, 

Who from another World my freedom brought, 
And to your conquering Eyes have loſt it here. 
Cyd. Where is that other World from whence you came? 
ort. Beyond the Ocean, far from hence it lies, 
Cd. Your other World, I fear, is then the ſame 
That Souls muſt go to when the Body dies, 
But what's the cauſe that keeps you here with me ? 
That I may know what keeps me here with you? 
Cort. Mine is a love which muſt perpetual be, 
If you can be ſo juſt as I am true. 
Enter Orbellan. 
Orb. Your Father wonders much at your delay. 
yd. So great a wonder for ſo ſmall a ſtay ! 
b. He has commanded you with me to go, 
Cyd. Has he not ſent to bring the Stranger too? 
Orb. If he to morrow dares in fight appear, 
His high-plac'd Love perhaps may coſt him dear. Corte 


The Indian Emperor. 11 
Cort, Dares—— that word was never ſpoke to Spaniard yet 
But forfeited his Life who gave him it; pok 7 
Haſte quickly with thy pledge of ſafety hence, | 
Thy guilt's protected by her innocence, 
Cyd. Sure in ſome fatal hour my Love was born, 
So ſoon ofercaſt with abſence in the morn! _ 
Cort. Turn hence thoſe pointed glories of your Eyes, 
For if more charms beneath thoſe Circles riſe, 
So weak my Virtue, they ſo ſtrong appear, | 
I ſhall turn Raviſher to keep you here. Earn Ommes. 
"ney 


——_—— 
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SCENE The Magician Cave. 


Enter Montezuma, and the High-Prieft. 


Mont. N OT that I fear the utmoſt Fate can do, 
Come I th'event of doubtful War to know, 

For Life and Death are things indifferent, 
Each to be choſe as either brings content ; 
My Motive from a Nobler cauſe does ſpring, | 
Love rules my Heart, and is your Monarch's King; 
I more deſire to know Almeria s mind, - 
Than all = Heav'n - for 2 _ 2 e 

H. Prieſt. By powerſul Charms which nothing can withſtand, 
Il force the Gods to tell what you demand, 
hou Moon, that aidht us with thy Magick inighe, 
Thou Moon, that aid'ſt us wit agick mi 
And ye ſmall Stars, the ſcatter'd ſeeds f light, | 
Dart your 7 beams into this glomy place, 
That the ſad pow'rs of the Infernal Race 
May read above what's hid from human Eyes, 
And in your walks ſee Empires fall and riſe. 
And ye Immortal Souls, who once were Men, 
And now reſolv'd to Elements again, 
Who wait for Mortal frames in depths below, 
And did before what we are doom'd to do; | 
_ A _ I wave my Sacred Wand, 
Aſc aſcend, aſcend at my command. An earthly Siri k 

Spir. In vain, O mortal Men, your Prayers bn J * "yes 
The aid of powers below, which want it more: 
A God more 22 who all the gods commands, 
Drives us to exile from our Native Lands; 
The Air ſwarms thick with wandring Deities, 
Which drowſlily like humming Beetles riſe 
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Is no way left that we may yet agree? 
Muſt J have War, yet have no Enemy? 
Vaſq. He has refus'd all terms of Peace to take. 
Mont, Since we mult fight, hear Heav'ns, what Prayers I make, 
Firſt, to preſerve this antient State and me, 
But if your doom the fall of both decree, 
Grant only he who has ſuch honour ſhown, 
When I am duſt, may fill my empty Throne. | 
Cort, To make me happier than that wiſh can do, 
Lies not in all your gods to grant, but you; 
Let this fair Princeſs but one minute ftay, 
A look from her will your obligements pay. | 
 [Exexm Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Orbellan, Almeria, and Alibech. 
Mont. to Cyd.] Your duty in your quick return be ſhown. 


Stay you, and wait my Daughter to the Town, Ie his Gmards. 
Cydaria is going, but turns and looks bac, upon Cortez, who is looking on 
her all this while. gs 
Gd. My Father's gone, and yet I cannot go, 
Bure I have ſomething loſt or left behind! | f Hide. 
Cort. Like Travellers who wander in the Snow, | | 
I on her Beauty gaze till I am blind. [A.. 


Cyd. Thick breath, quick pulſe, and heaving of my heart, 
All figns of ſome unwonted change appear: 
I find my {elf unwilling to depart, 
And yet I know not why I would be here. 
Stranger, you raiſe ſuch torments in my breaſt, 
That when I go, if I muſt go again, 
PII tell my Father you have robb'd my reſt, 
And to him of your injuries complain, 
Cort. Unknown, I ſwear, thoſe wrongs were which I wrought, 
But my Complaints will much more juſt appear, 
Who from another World my freedom brought, 
And to your conquering Eyes have loſt it here. 
Cyd. Where is that other World from whence you came+ 
t. Beyond the Ocean, far from hence it lies, 
Cd. Your other World, I fear, is then the ſame 
That Souls muſt go to when the Body dies, 
But what's the cauſe that keeps you here with me? 
That I may know what keeps me here with you? 
Cort, Mine is a love which muſt perpetual be, 
If you can be ſo juſt as I am true. 
Enter Orbellan. 
Orb. Your Father wonders much at your delay. 
Cyd. So great a wonder for ſo ſmall a ſtay | 
b, He has commanded you with me to go. 
Cyd. Has he not ſent to bring the Stranger too? 
Orb, If he to morrow dares in fight appear, 
His high plac'd Love perhaps may coſt him dear. Cort. 
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Cort. Dares———that word was never ſpoke to Spaniard yet 
But forfeited his Life who gave him it; ok 4 
Haſte quickly with thy pledge of ſafety hence, 

Thy guilt's protected by her innocence. 

Cyd. Sure in ſome fatal hour my Love was born, 
So ſoon ofercaſt with abſence in the morn! | 

Cort. Turn hence thoſe pointed glories of your Eyes, 
For if more charms beneath thoſe Circles riſe, 

So weak my Virtue, they ſo ſtrong appear, 


I ſhall tura Raviſher to keep you here. (Exeqgy Omeer. | 


os rn 
SCENE The Magician Cave. 


Enter Montezuma, and the HighePrieft. 


Mont, OT that I fear the utmoſt Fate can do, 
Come I th' event of doubtful War to know, 
For Life and Death are things indifferent, 
Each to be choſe as either brings content ; | 
My Motive from a Nobler cauſe does ſpring, | | 
Love rules my Heart, and is your Monarch's King; 
I more deſire to know Almeria's mind, . 
Than all 1 Heav'n has for oy * — 1 EY 
H. Prieſt. By powerful Charms which nothing can withſtand, 
I'll force the Gods to tell what you demand. 
how Moon Hits Uh wi wht Be Wes 
Thou Moon, that aid'ſt us wit Magick might, 
And ye ſmall Stars, the ſcatter'd ſeeds of light, 1 
Dart your pale beams into this glomy place, 
That the ſad pow'rs of the Infernal Race 
May read above what's hid from human Eyes, 
And in your walks ſee Empires fall and riſe. 
And ye Immortal Souls, who once were Men, 
And now reſolv'd to Elements again, 
Who wait for Mortal frames in depths below, 
And did before what we are doom'd to do; | 
Once, twice, and thrice, I wave my Sacred Wand, 
Aſcend, aſcend, aſcend at my command. LA. earthly Spirit riſes, 
Spir. In vain, O mortal Men, your Prayers implore 
The aid of powers below, which want it more: 
A God more ſtrong, who all the gods commands, 
Drives us to exile from our Native Lands ; | 
The Air ſwarms thick with wandring Deities, 
Which drowſlly like humming Beetles riſe 
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From our lov'd Earth, where peacefully we ſlept, 
And far from Heav'n a long poſſeſſion kept. ; 
The frighted Saryrs that in Woods delight, 
Now into Plains with prick'd up Ears take flight; 
And ſcudding thence, while they their Horn-feet ply 
About their Syres the little Sy{vars cry: I: 
A Nation loving Gold muſt rule this place, | 
Our Temples ruin, and our Rites defage: . . 
To them, O Kings is thy loſt Scepter giv'n. 
Now mourn thy fatal ſearch, for ſince wiſe Heav'n 
Mor an good to Mortals does diſpenſe, | 
It is n ſafe to have too quick a Senſe. 6 | Deſcends, 
Mot Mourn they who think repining can remove 
The firm decrees of thoſe who rule above; 
The brave are ſafe within, who ſtill dare die, 
When er I fall I'll ſcorn my Deſtiny. | 
Doom as they pleaſe my Empire not to ſtand, 
I'll graſp my Sceptre with my dying hand. 
H. Prieſt. Thoſe Earthy Spirits black and envious are: 
Tu call up other gods, of form more fair: 
Who Viſtons dreſs in pleaſing colour ſtill, | 
Set all the Good to ſhow, and hide the Ill: : 
Kalib, aſcend, my fair-ſpoke Servant riſe, 5 
And ſooth my Heart with pleaſing Prophecies. 


Kalib aſcends all in White in the ſhape of a Womzn, and ſings. 
Kalib. I loo d and ſaw within the Book, of Fate, 
Where many days did lowr, ; 


BY — one * 5 
t , mil d to ſave t ing State; 
"IP AM day ſhall come 4 Hg thy power * 
Thy cruel Foes ſhall bez; 
Then fhall the Land be free, 
And thou in peace ſhalt reign, 
But take, O take that opportunity, | 
| Which once refus d will never come again. 
| c 
Mont. I ſhall deſerve my Fate, if I refuſe i ROY 
That happy hour which Heav'n alots to uſe; 
But of my Crown thou too much care doſt take, 
That which I value more, my Love's at ſtake. 
H. Prieſt. Ariſe ye ſubtle Spirits, that can ſpy 
When Love is enter'd in a Females Eye; 
You that can read it in the midſt of doubt, 
And in the midſt of frowns can find it out; 
| You that can ſearch thoſe many corner'd minds, 
Where Woman's crooked fancy turns, and winds, 


Yeu 
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You that can Love explore, and Trith impart, 
Where both lye deepeſt hid in Woman's heart. 
Ariſe [ The Ghoſt of Taxalla and Acacis ariſe, they ſtand 
, ſtill and point at Montezuma, 
H. Prieſt. I did not for theſe Ghaſtly Viſions ſend; 

Their ſudden coming does ſome Ill portend, 
B2zgon——begon They will not diſappear, 
My Soul is ſeiz'd with an unuſual fear. 

Mons. Point on, point on, and ſee whom you can fright: 
Shame and Confuſion ſeize thoſe ſhades of night. f * 
Ye thin and empty forms, am I your ſport? [ They ſmile. 
If you were Fleſh 
You know you durſt not uſe me in this ſort, 

[The Ghoſt of the Indian Queen riſes berwixt thd Ghoſts 
with a Dagger in her Breaſt, | 


e. Ha! * Ms 
I feel my Hair grow ſtiff, my s rowl, 
This is * only form could ſhake my Sou), 
Ghoſt. The hopes of thy ſucceſileſs Love reſign, 
Know, Montezuma, thou art only mine; 
For thoſe who here on Earth their Paſſion ſhew 
By death for Love, receive their right below, 
Why doft thou then delay my longing Arms ? 
Have Cares, and Age, and mortal Life ſuch Charms ! 
The Moon grows fickly at the fight of Day, 
Aud early Cocks have ſummom d me : 
Tet Tl appoint 4 meeting place below. 7 * 
For there fierce Winds o'er duty Vullies blow, 
Whoſe 777 bears empty ſhades away, 
Which guideleſi in thoſe dark Dominions ſtray. 
4 the entrance of the Field below, 
Thou ſhalt behold 4 tall black, Poplar grow, 
Safe in its hollow — . 
And ſeize t rit when t ſc Deſcends; 
Mont. I' ga thee there, thou Meſſenger of Fate: 2 0 
Would my ſhort Life had yet a ſhorter Date! 
I'm weary of this Fleſh which holds us here, 
And daſtards manly Souls with Hope and Fear: 
Theſe heats and colds ſtill in our Breaſts make War, 
Agues and Feavers all our Paſhons are, | [ Exenn.. 
| SCENE II. 5 
Cydaria and Alibech, betwixt the two Armies, 
Alib. Bleſſings will Crown your Name if you prevent 
That Blood, which in this Battel will be ſpent; 


Nor need you fear fo juſt a ſute to move, 
Which both becomes your Duty and your Love. 


. my 7 * 
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yd. But think you he will come} their Camp is near, 
he already knows I wait him here. | 
Alib. You are too young, your power to underſtand, 
Lovers take Wing upon the leaſt command; 
Already he is here. 
Enter Cortez and Vaſquez to them. 
Cort. Methinks like two black Storms on either hand, 
Our Spaniſh Army and your Indians ſtand; 
This only ſpace betwixt the Cloud, is clear, 
Where you, like Day, broke looſe from both, appear. 
Cyd. Thoſe cloſing Skies might ſtill continue bright, 
But who can help it if you'll make it night? 
The Gods have given you Power of Life and Death, 
Like them to ſave or rain with a Breath. 
Cort. That Power they to your Father did diſpoſe, 
*T was in his choice to make us Friends or Foes. 
Alib. Injurious ſtrength would rapine ill excuſe, 
By off'ring Terms the weaker muſt refuſe : 
And ſuch as theſe your hard conditions are, 
You threaten Peace, and you invite a War. 
Core. If for my ſelf to conquer here I came, 
You might perhaps my Actions juftly blame: 
Now I am ſent, and am not to diſpute 
My Prince's Orders, but to execute, : 
Ali. He who his Prince fo blindly does obey, 
To keep his Faith, his Virtue throws away. 
Cort. Monarchs may err, but ſhould each private breaſt 
Judge their ill Acts, they would diſpute their belt, 
Cyd. Then all your Care is for your Prince I ſee, 
Your Truth to him out-weighs your Love to mc; 
You may ſo cruel to deny me prove, | 
- Bur never after that pretend to Love. a 
Cort. Command my Life, and I will ſoon obey, 
To ſave my Honour I my Blood will pay. 
yd. t is this Honour which does Love controul? 
Cort. A raging Fit of Virtue in the Soul; 
A painful Burthen, which great Minds muſt bear, 
Obrain'd with Danger, and poſſeſs'd with Fear. | 
Cyd. Lay down that Burden, if it painful grow, 
You'll find, without it, Love will lighter go. 
Cort. Honour once loſt is never to be found. 
Alib. Perhaps he looks to have both Paſſions crown'd. 
Firſt die his Honour in a Purple Flood, 
Then court the Daughter in the Father's Blood. 
Cort. The edge of War I'll from the Battel take, 
Aud ſpare her Father's Subjects for her ſake. 
jd. I cannot love you leſs when I'm refus'd, 
But I can die to be unkindly us'd; 
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Olf ill concernment to his haughty Love; 


| ff, 
New Honour, but to lay it at your Feet, ¶ Exeunt Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro: 
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Where ſhall a Maid's diſtracted Heart find reſt, 
If ſhe can miſs it in a Lover's Breaſt ? 
Ort. I 'till to Morrow will the Fight delay: 
Remember you have conquer'd me to Day. 
Alib. This Grant deſtroys all you have urg'd before, 
Honour could not give this, or can give more; 
Our Women in the foremoſt Ranks appear, 
March to the Fighr, and meet your Miſtreſs there: 
Into the thickeſt Squadrons ſhe muſt rur, - 
Kill her, and ſee what Honour will be won. 
Od. I muſt be in the Battel; but I'll go 
With empty Quiver, and unbended Bow: 
Not draw an Arrow in this fatal Strife, | 
For fear its Poi, t ſhould reach your Noble Life. [ Exter Pizarro. 
Cort. No more, your Kindneſs wounds me to the death; 
Honour, begon,. what art thou but a breath? 
I'll live, proud of my infamy and ſhame, 
Grac'd with no Triumph but a Lover's Name; 
Men can but ſay Love did his Reaſon blind, 
And Love's the nobleſt frailty of the mind. 
Draw off my Men. The War's already done. 
Pix. Your Orders come too late, the Fight's begun; 
The Enemy gives on, with Fury led, 
And fierce Orbellan combats in their Head. 
Cort. He juſtly fears a*Peace with me would prove 


Retire, faire Excellence, I go to meer 


a Enter Odmar and Guyomar to Alibech a»d Cydaria. 

Odm. Now, Madam, ſince a danger does appear 
Worthy my Courage, though below my Fear, 
Give leave to him who may in Battel die, 
Before his Death to ask his Deſtiny. 

Guy. He cannot die whom you command to live, 
Refore the Fight — can the Conqueſt give; 
Speak where you'll place it? 

Alib. Briefly then, to both, 
One I in ſecret love, the other loath; 
But where I hate, my hate I will not ſhow,' | 
And he love, my Love ſhall never know; | 
True worth ſhall gain me, that it may be ſaid, 
Deſert, not Fancy, once a Woman led. | 
He who in Fight his Courage ſhall oppoſe 
With moſt ſucceſs againſt his Country's Foes, 
From me ſhall laſt that recompence receive 
That Valour merits, or that Love can give: 
Tis true my Hopes and Fears are all for one; 
But Hopes and Fears are to my ſelf alone. Les: | 
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Let him not ſhun the danger of the ſtrife, | 
I but his Love, his Country claims his Life. 

Odm. All Obſtacles my Courage ſhall remove. 

Guy. Fall on, fall on. AP 

Oam. For Liberty. ; Sg 

Guy. For Love. [ Exennt, the Women following. 


SCENE changes to the Indian Country. 


Enter Montezuma atrended by the Indians. 
Mont. Charge, charge, their Ground the faint Taxallans yield, 
Bold in cloſe Ambuſh, baſe in open Field: | 
The envious Devil did my Fortune wrong: 
Thus fought, thus conquer d I, when I was young. [Exit, 
Alarm, Enter Cortez bloody. 
Cort, Furies purſue theſe falſe Taxallans Flight, 
Dare they be Friends to us, and dare not fight? 
What Friends can Cowards be, what hopes appear 
Of help from ſuch, who where they hate ſhow fear ! 
Enter Pizarro and Vaſquez, 
Piz,, The Field grows thin, and thoſe that now remain 
Appear but like the Shadows of the lain. | 
. #aſq. The fierce old King is vanquiſh'd from the place, 
And in a Cloud of Duſt purſues the Chace. 
Cort. Their eager Chace diſorder d does appear; 


* 


Command our Horſe to charge them in the Rear: [To Pizarro. 
You to our old Caftil/ian Foot retire, 8 [ To Vaſquez, 
Who yer ſtand firm, and at their Backs give Fire. Exeunt ſeverally, 
Euter Odmar and Guyomar, meeting each other in the Bartel. * 


Oam; Where haſt thou been &er ſince the Fight began, 
Thou leſs than Woman in the ſhape of Man? 

Guy. Where I have done what may thy Envy move, 
Things worthy of my Birth, and of my Love. 

Odm. Two bold Taxallans with one Dart I flew, 
And left it ſticking &'er my Sword I drew. 

Guy. I ſought not Honour on fo baſe a Train, 
Such Cowards by our Women may be ſlain; 
I fell'd along a Man of Bearded Face, 
His Limbs all cover'd with a ſhining Caſe? q 
So wondrous hard, and fo ſecure of Wound, 
It made my Sword, though edg'd with Flint, rebound. 

Odm. I kill'd a double Man, the one half lay | 
Upon the Ground, the other ran away. [ Guns go off within, 

Enter Montezum1 owt of breath, with him Alibech aud an Indian. 

Mont. All's loſt———— 
Our Foes with Lightning and with Thunder fight, 
My Men in vain ſhun Death by ſhameful Flight! 
For Death's inviſible, comes wing'd with Fire, 
They hear a dreadful Noiſe, and ſtraight expire. 
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Take, Gods, that Soul ye did in ſpight create, 


And made it great to be unfortunate: 
Ill Fate for me unjuſtly yu provide, 


Great Souls are Sparks of your own Heav'nly Pride: 
That Luſt of Power we from your Godheads have, 
You're bound to pleaſe thoſe Appetites you gave. | 
Enter Vaſquez and Pizarro with Spaniards, 
Vaſq. Pizarro, I have hunted hard to day - 
Into our toils the nobleſt of the Prey ; 
Seize on the King, and him your Priſoner make, 
While I in kind Revenge my Taker take. | 
| Piz. with two goes to attack the King, Vaſq. with another to ſeize Alib. 
Guy. Their danger is alike, whom I ſhall free? 
Odm. I'll follow Love. 
Guy. III follow Piety. | 2 
[ Odm. retreats from Vaſq. with Alib, off the Stage, Guy. fights for his Father. 
Guy. Fly, Sir, while I give back that Life you gaye, 0 
Mine is well loſt, if I your Life can ſa ve. | 
[ Montezuma fights off, Guyomar making his Retreat, ſtays. 
Guy. Tis more than Man can do to ſcape them all, [ to 
Stay, let me ſee where nobleſt I may fall, 
[ He runs at Vaſquez, is ſciz'd bebind and taken, 
Vaſq. Conduct him off, wr | n 
And give Command he Frey guarded de. 
Guy. In vain are Guards, Death ſets the Valiant wy 
[Exit & 
Vaſq. A Glorious Day! and bravely was it fought, 
. Great Fame our General in great Danger ſought; 
From his ſtrong Arm I ſaw his Rival run, 
And in a —_ Ly re Comber\ Bay 1 | 
Enter Cortez, in aria. who ſeems crying, and begging of him. 
Cort. Man's force is — and your — fail FIRE 
To ſave the City, but your Tears prevail: 
I'll of my Fortune no advantage make, 
Thoſe Terms they had once giv'n, they ſtill may take. 
Cyd. Heav'n has of right all Victory deſign'd, 
Where boundleſs Power dwells in a will confin'd; 
Your Spani ſb Honour dees the World excel. 
Cort. Our greateſt Honour is in loving well. 
Cyd. Strange ways you practiſe there to win a Heart, 
Here Love is Nature, but with you 'tis Art, 
Cort. Love is with us, as Natural as here, 
But fetter'd up with Cuſtoms more ſevere. 
In tedious Courtſhip we declare our pain, 
Ard &er we kindneſs find, firſt meet diſdain. 
Cyd. If Women love, they needleſs pains endure, 
Their Pride and Folly but delay their Cure. 
7 
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uyomar with Guards, 
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Cort, What you miſcall their Folly, is their Care, 
They know how fickle common Lovers are: 
Their Oaths and Vows are cautiouſly believ'd, 
For few there are but have been once deceiv'd. 
Cyd, But if they are not truſted when they vow, 
What other marks of paſſion can they ſhow ? 
Cort. With Feaſts and Muſick, all that brings delight, 
Men treat their Ears, their Palates, and their Sight. 
Cyd. Your Gallants ſure have little Eloquence, 
Failing to move the Soul, they court the Senſe : 
With Pomp, and Trains, and in a crowd they woo, 
When true Felicity is but in two; — 
But can ſuch Toys your Womens paſſion move ? 
This. is but Noiſe and Tumult, tis not Love. 
Cort. I have no reaſon, Madam, to excuſe 
Thoſe ways of Gallantry I did not uſe; 
My Love was true, and on a noble ſcore. 
Cyd. Your Love! alas! then you have lov'd before! 
Cort. Tis true I lov'd, but the is dead, ſhe's dead, 
And I ſhould think with her all Beauty fled, 
Did not her fair Reſemblance live in you, 
And by that Image my firſt Flames renew. 
Cyd. Ah happy Beauty, whoſoc'er thou art! 
Though dead, thou keep'ſt poſſeſſion of his Heart; 
Thou mak'ſt me jealsus to the laſt degree, 
And art my Rival in his memory; 
Within his Memory, ah, more than fo, . 
Thou liv'ſt and trinmph'ſt o'er Cydaria too. 
| Core, What ſtrange diſquiet has uncalm'd your Breaft, 
| Inhuman fair, to rob the dead of reſt! We 
{ Poor Heart ! ſhe ſlumbers in her ſilent Tomb, bv 
Let her poſſeſs in Peace that narrow Room. SE 
Cy4. Poor heart, he pities and bewails her death, 
| | dome god, much hated Soul, reſtore thy breath, 
\ That I may kill thee; but ſome eaſe *rwill be, 
| I'll kill my ſelf for but reſembling-thee. 45 
| Core. I dread your anger, your diſquiet fear, | 
2 But blows from hands ſo ſoft who would not bear? 
So kind a paſſion why ſhould I remove? 
Since Jealouſie but ſhows how well we love, 
Yer Jealoufie ſo ſtrange I never knew, . 
Can ſhe who loves me not diſquiet you? 
For in the Grave no paſſions fill the Breaſt, 
Fis all we gain by Death to be ar reſt. 

Cyd. That ſhe no longer loves brings no relief, 
| Your Love to her ſtil] lives, and that's my grief. 
q Cort. The object of deſire once ta'en away, 
0 Tis then not Love but Pity which we pay. 
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Cyd. Tis ſuch a pity I ſhould never have, 
When I muſt lye forgotten in the Grave; 
I meant to have oblig d you when I dy'd, 
That after me you ſhould love none beſide. 
Bur you are falſe already. 
Cort. If untrue, | 
By Hea “n, my falſhood is to her, not you. 
Cyd. Ooſerve, ſweet Heav'n, how fallely he does ſwear, 
You ſaid you lov'd me for reſembling her. 
Cort. That Love was in me by reſemblance bred, 
But ſhows you chear'd my forrows for the Dead. 
Cyd. Vou ſtill repeat the greatneſs of your grief. 
Cort. If that was great, how 22 the relief? 
Cyd. The firſt Love ſtill the ſtrongeſt we account. 
Cort. That ſeems more ftrong which could the firſt ſurmount: 
But if you ſtill continue thus unkind, 
Whom [ lov'd beſt, ou by my Death ſhall find. 
Od. If you ſhould die, my Death ſhould yours purſue, 
But yet I am not ſatisfy d you're true. 
Cort, Hear me, ye gods, and puniſh him you hear, 
If ought within the World I hold fo dear. 
Cyd. You would deceive the gods and me, ſhe's dead, 
And is not in the World whoſe Love I dread: 
Name not the World, ſay nothing is ſo dear. 
Cort. Then nothing is, let that ſecure your fear. 
Cya. 'Tis time muſt wear it off, but I muſt go, 
Can you your 2 Abſence ſhow? 
Cort. Miſ-doubt my Conſtancy and do not try, 
But ſtay and keep me ever in your Eye. 
Cyd. If as a Priſoner I were here, you might 
Have then inſiſted on a Conqu'ror's right, 
And ſtay d me here; but now my Love would be 
Th' effect of force, and I would give it free. 
Cort. To doubt your Virtue or your Love were Sin! 
Call for the Captive Prince, and bring him in. 3 
Enter Guyomar, bound and ſad. 
You look, Sir, as your Fate you could not bear, V 
Are Spaniſh Fetters then ſo hard to wear} 
Fortune's unjuſt, ſhe ruins oft the Brave, 
And him who ſhould be Victor makes the Slave. | 
Guy. Son of the Sun, my Fetters cannot be | 
But glorious for me, ſince put on by thee; 
The Ills of Love, not thoſe of Fate I fear, 
Theſe I can brave, but thoſe I cannot bear : 
My Rival Brother, while I'm held in Chains, 
In freedom reaps the fruit of all my Pains. 
i Cort. Let it be never ſaid, that he whoſe Breaſt 
74. Is fill'd with Love, ſhould break a Lover's reſt; D 2 


[To Guyomar, 
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- Haſte, loſe no time, your Siſter ſets you free, 
And tell the King, my generous Enemy, 
I offer ſtill thoſe terms he had before, 
Only ask leave his Daughter to adore, | 
Guy. Brother (chat name my breaft ſhall ever own, [ He embraces him. 
The name of Foe be but in Battels known ;) 
For ſome ſew days all Hoſtile Acts forbear, 
That if the King conſents, it ſeem not ſear: 
His Heart is Noble, and great Souls muſt be 
Moſt ſought and courted in Adv erſity. | 
T hree days I hope the iiſhr ſucceſs will tell. 
Cyd, Till that long time | . 
Cort, —— Till that long time, fare wel. [Exennt ſeverally. 
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ACT III. 
SCEN E Chamber Royal. 


Enter Odmar aud Alibech. 


Odm TH E gods, fair Alibech, had ſo decreed, 
1 Nor could my Valour againſt Fate ſucceed; 
Vet though our Army brought net Conqueſt home, | 
I did not from the Fight inglorious come: 01 
If as a Victor you the Brave regard, Tf oak 
Succeſleſs Courage then may hope reward: 11/7 £61 
And I returning ſafe, may juſtly boaſt 
1 To win the prize which my dead Brother loſt. 
: Enter Guyomar behind him, 
| Guy. No, no, thy Brother lives, and lives to be - 
A Witneſs, both againſt himſelf and thee: 150 * 
Though both in ſafety are return'd again, | 
F I bluſh to ask her Love for Vanquiſht Men. 
1 Odm. Brother, I'll not diſpute, but you are brave 
Yet I was free, and you it ſeems a Slave. — 
Guy. Odmar, tis true, that I was. Captive led 
As publickly is known, as that you fled; 
i! But of two ſhames if ſhe muſt one partake, 
1 I think the choice will not be hard to male. 
| Odm. Freedom and Bondage in her choice remain, 
Dar'ſt thou expeR ſhe will put on thy Chain ? 
Gny. No, no, fair Alibech, give him the Crown, 
| My Brother is return'd with high renown. (0) 
bi He thinks by Flight his Miſtreſs muſt be won, 
| And claims the prize becauſe he beſt did run. 
Alib. Your Chains were glorious, and your Flight was wiſe, 
Bur neither have o'ercome your Enemies: 
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My ſecret wiſhes would my choice decide, 
But open Juſtice bends to neither fide. 

Oadm. Juſtice already does my right approve, 
If him who loves you moſt, you moſt ſhould love. 
My Brother poorly from your aid withdrew, 
But I my Father left to ſuccour you. 
| - Guy. Her Country ſhe did to her ſelf prefer 

Him who fought belt, not who defended her; 
- Since ſhe her intereſt for the Nation's wav'd, 
Then I who ſav'd the King, the Nation fav'd; 
You aiding her, your Country did betray, 
I aiding him, did her Commands obey. 

Odm. Name it no more, in Love there is a time 
When dull Obedience is the greateſt Crime; 
She to her Country's uſe refign'd your Sword, 
And you, kind Lover, took her at her word: 
You did your Duty to your Love prefer, 
Seek your Reward from Duty, not from her. 

Guy. In acting what my Duty did require, 
Twas bard for me to quit my own deſire, 
That fought for her; which when I did ſubdue, 
*T'was much the eaſier Task I left for you. 

Alib. Odmar a mote than common Love has ſhown,. 
And Gsyomar's was ar or was none; 
Which I ſhould chuſe ſome God direct my Breaſt. 
The certain Good, or the uncertain Beſt : 
I cannot chuſe, you both diſpute in vain, 
Time and your future Acts muſt make it plain; 
Firſt raiſe the Siege, and ſet your Country free, 
I not the Judge, ut _ Reward will be | 

To them, Enter Montezuma talking with Almeria 2 

Mont. Madam, I think with reaſon I — * 
The Virtue of the Spaniſh General; 
When all the Gods our Ruin have foretold, 
Yet generouſly he does his Arms withhold, 
And offering Peace, the firſt Conditions make. | 
. Alm, When Peace is offer'd, tis too late to take; 
For one poor loſs to ſtoop to Terms like thoſe, 
Were we o'ercome what could they worſe impoſe 2 
Go, go, with homage your proud Victors meet, 
Go lye like Dogs beneath your Maſters Feet, 


Go and beget them Slaves to dig their Mines, 0.1 


And groan for Gold which now in Temples ſhines ; 

Your ſhameful Story ſhall record of me, 

The Men all crouch'd; and left a Woman free. 
Guy. Had I not fought, or durſt not fight again, 

I my ſuſpected Counſel ſhould refrain: 
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For I wiſh Peace, and any Terms prefer 
Before the laſt Extremities of War. 
| We bur <exiſp'rate thoſe we cannot harm, 
And Fighting gains us but to dye more warm: 
; If that be Cowardice, which dares not ſee 
The inlolent effects of Victory, 
Ihe rape of Matrons, and their Childrens cries; 
' Then I am fearful, let the Brave adviſe, * 
I Odm. Keen cutting Swords, and Engines killing far 
Have proſp'rouſly begun a doubtful War; 5 by 
But now our Foes with leſs advantage Fight, 
Their ſtrength decreaſes with our Indians Fright. 
Mont. This noble Vote does with my wiſh comply, 
I am for War, 
Alm. = And ſo am I. | 
Orb. And I. | 
Mont. Then ſend to break the Truce, and I'll take care 
To chear the Soldiers, and for fight prepare. | 
[ Exeunt Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, aud Alibech. 
Alm. to Orb.] Tis now the hour which all to reſt allow. | 
[Almeria 425 Orbellan. 
And ſleeps ſits heavy upon every brow; [Guyomar returns and hears them, 
- In this dark ſilence ſoftly leave the Town, : 
And to the General's Tent, *tis quickly known, 
Dire& your ſteps; you may diſpatch him ſtrait, 
Drown'd in his ſleep, and eaſie for his fate: 
Beſides, the Truce will make the Guards more lack. 
Orb. Courage which leads me on will bring me back; 
But I more fear the baſeneſs of the thing : 
Remorſe, you know, bears a perpetual ſting. 
Alm. For mean remorſe no room the valiant finds, 
Repentance is the Virtue of weak minds; 
For want of judgment keeps them doubtful Mill, 
, They may repent of good who can of ill; 
* But daring Courage makes ill Actions good, 
J 'Tis fooliſh pity ſpares a Rival's blood; 
* Vou ſhall about it ſtraight 
1 Guy. Would they betray 
ö 
| 


Ny. 


[Exeunt Almeria, and Orbellan; 


His ſleeping Virtue, by ſo mean a way! 

And yet this Spaniard is our Nation's Foe. 

I wiſh him dead but cannot with it ſo; 
Either my Country never muſt be freed, 

(| Or I conſenting to ſo black a deed. 

„ Would Chance had never led my ſteps this way, 
| Now ifhe dies I murther him, not they ; 
Something muſt be reſolv'd cer tis too late; 


He gave me fredom, I'll prevent his fate. [Exit Guyomar. 
C 
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SCENE II. 4 Camp. 


Enter Cortez alone in a Night -· Goms. 
Cort. All things are huſh'd, as Nature's ſelf lay dead, 
The Mountains ſeem to nod their drowſie head; 
The'little Birds in dreams their Songs repear, 
And vg Flowers beneath the night-dew ſweat ; 
Ev'n Luſt and Envy ſleep, yet Love denies 
Reſt to my Soul, and ſlumber to my Eyes. 
Three days I promis d to attend my Doom, 
And two long days and nights are yet to come : | | 
Tis ſure the noiſe of ſome Tumultuous Fight, [Noiſe within. 
They break the Truce, and ſally out by night. E 
Enter Orbellan flying in the dark, his Sword drawn. 
Orb. Betray'd! purſu'd Oh whither ſhall I fly? {4 
See, ſee, the juſt Reward of Treachery; 
I'm ſure among the Tents, but know not where, 
Even night wants darkneſs to ſecure my fear. 
Comes near Cortez who hears him. 
Cort. Stand, who goes there? 
Orb, Alas, what ſhall I ſay! Alle. 
A poor Taxallan that miſtook his way, [To him. 
And wanders in the terrors of the night. | 
Cort. Soldier thou ſeem'ſt afraid, whence comes this fright? 
Orb. The inſolence of Spaniards caus d my fear, 
Who in the dark purſu'd me entring here. 
Cort, Their Crimes ſhall meet immediate puniſhment, 
But ſtay thou ſafe within the Generai's Tent. 
Orb. Still worſe and worſe. 
Cort. Fear not, but follow me, 
Upon my Life I'll fer thee fafe and free. [ Leads him in, and returns, 
To him Vaſquez, Pizarro and Spaniards with Torches. 
Faſq. O Sir, thank Heav'n, and your brave [xdian Friend, | 
That you are ſafe ; Orbellax did intend 
This night to kill you ſleeping in your Tent: 
But Gi ar his truſty Slave has ſent, 
Who following cloſe his filent ſteps by night 
Till in our Camp they both approach'd the lighr, 
Cry'd ſeize the Traitor, ſeize the Murtherer: 
The cruel Villain fled I know not where, 
But far he is not, for he this way bert, 
Pix. Th inraged Soldiers ſeek from Tent to Tent, 
With lighted Torches, and in love to you, 
With bloody Vows his hated Life purkue, 
Vafq. This Meſſenger does fince he came relate, 
That the old King, after a long debate, 
By his imperious Miſtreſs blindly led, | 
Has given Odaria to Orbellar's Bed. N | Cort. 


| 
| 
: 
' 
l 
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Cort. Viſquez, the truſty Slave with you retain, 
Retire a while, I'll call you back again. 
Cortez at his Tent Door. 
Cort. [ndian, come forth, your Enemies are gone, 
And I who ſav'd you from them here alone; 
You hide your Face, as you were ſtill afraid, 


Dare you not look on him who gave you Aid? 


| Euter Orbellan holding his Face fide. 
Orb. Moon, flip behind ſome Cloud, ſome Tempeſt riſe, 
And blow out all the Stars that light the Skies, 


| To ſhrowd my Shame. 


Cort. In vain you turn aſide, : 
And hide your Face, your Name you cannot hide; 
1 know my Rival, as his black Deſign, 

Orb. Forgive it as my Paſſion's Fault, not mine, 

Cort. In your excuſe your Love does little ſay, 
You * howe' er have took a fairer way. 

Orb, "Tis true, my Paſſion ſmall defence can make, 
Yet you muſt ſpare me for your Honour's ſake; 
T hat was ingag'd to ſet me ſafe and free. 

Core. *T was to a Stranger, not an Enemy: 
Nor is it prudence to prolong thy Breath, 
When all my hopes depend upon thy Death 
——— Y et none ſhall tax me with baſe Perjury, 
Something I'll do, both for my ſelf and thee. | 
With vow'd Revenge my Soldiers ſearch each Tent, 
If thou art ſeen none can thy Death prevent. 
Follow my ſteps with Silence and with Haſte. 


The Scene changes te the Indian Country, they return. 

Cort. Now, you are ſafe, you have my Out-gyards paſt. * 
Orb. Then here I rake my leave, | 
Cort. Orbellan, no; | 
When you return, you to Cydaria go. 
I'll ſend a Meſſage. 

Orb. Let it be expreſt, 
I am in haſte. 

Cort. = I'll write it in your Breaſt. 

Orb, What means my Rival? 

Cort. Either Fight or Die: 
I'll not ſtrain Honour to a Point too high; 
I ſav'd your Life, now keep it if you can, 
Cydaria (hall be for the braveſt Man. 
On equal Terms you ſhall your Fortune try, 
Take this, and lay your flint-edg'd Weapon by. 
I'!l arm you for my Glory, and purſue 


No palm, but what's to Manly Virtue due. 


Fame with my Conqueſt ſhall my Courage tell, 
This you ſhall gain by placing Love ſo well. 


Ex. Vaſd. and pi. 


Exeunt. 


Drau. 


[Gives him a Swerd. 


rb. 
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Orb, Fighting with you, ungrateful I appear, © * 
Cort. Under that ſhadow thou wouldſt hide thy Fear: | 
Thou wouldſt poſſeſs thy Love at thy return, | 
And in her Arms my eaſie Virtue ſcorn; 
Orb. Since we muſt fight, no longer let's delay: 
The Moon ſhines clear, and makes a paler Day. - 
[They fight, Orb. is wounded in the Hand, his Sword falls out of it. 
Cort. To 8 even — there's Pity due; | 
It was not I, but Fortune vanquiſh'd you: + + ' { Throws his 4 , 
Thank me with that, and ſo diſpute the Prize | 0 n 
As if you ſought before Cydarias Eyes. 
Orb. I would not poorly ſuch a Gift requit 
You gave me not this Sword to yield, but fight: 
But ſee where yours has forc'd its bloody way,” | © © 
My wounded Hand my Heart does ill-obey. | He ftrives to bold it, but cannot. 
Cort. Unlucky Honour, that controuPſt my Will! | 
Why have I vanquiſh'd, fince I muſt not kill? WET 
Fate ſees thy Life lodg'd in a brittle Glaſs, 
And looks it through, but to it cannot 'paſs; 
Orb. All I can do is frankly to conſeſs, 
I wiſh I could, but cannot love her leſs. | 
To ſwear I would reſign her, were but vais; 
Love would recal that perjur'd Breath again; 
And in my wretched Caſe twill be more juſt, 
Not to have promis'd than deceive your Truſt. 
Know, if I live once more to ſee the Town, 
In bright Cydaria's Arms my Love I'll crown. 
Cort. In ſpight ef that I give thee Liberty, 
And with thy Perſon leave thy Honour free; 
But to thy Wiſhes move a ſpeedy pace, 
Or Death will ſoon o'ertake thee in the Chace. | 
To Arms, to Arms; Fate ſhows my Love the wy; © 
I'll force the City on thy Nuptial Da yx. [Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE III. Mexico. 


Enter Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, and' Almeria. 


Mont. It moves my wonder, that in two days ſpace 
This early Famine ſpreads ſo ſwift a pace. | 
Oam. 'Tis, Sir, the genera! cry; nor ſeems it ſtrange, 
The Face of Plenty ſhould ſo ſwiftly change; 
This City never felt a — before, 
But from the Lake receiv'd its daily ſtore, © 
Which now ſhut up, and Millions crowded here, 
Famine will ſoon in Multitudes appear, re. 
Mont. The more the number, ſtill the greater Shame, 


Am. What if ſome one ſhould ſeek immortal Fame, 
1 | 


I 3s 


26. 


be Jaan a 


By ending of the Siege at one brove-Blpws- "x * 0 
Mont, That were too happ n. F- aq 
Alm, —— Yet it may be ſo. | 

What if the Sani ſh General ſhould be dn: N 
G. Juſt Heav'n 1 hope does otherways ordain, LA. 
Mont. It ſlain by Treaion, I lament his Death. r | 

Enter Ochellan. and whiſpers his Sifter, 
Odi. Orbellan — in haſte, and out of Breath. | 
Mont. Orbel you are early hete, 

A B. idegroom's tee oes in your Jooks appear. [Almeria ate Wien 
Alm, Betray d] No, 'twas thy Cowardice and Fear, 

He had not ep d with Life had I been there,; 

But ſince ſo ill you act a brave Deſi gn. 

Keep cloſe your Shame, Fate makes the nett turn mine. 

Enter Alibech and Cydaria. 
Alb. G 8% If ever piry couch'd your Breaſt, 

Let it be now to your own Blood expreſt: 

In Tears your beauteous Dau r drowns her Sight, 

* a Dcws that fall in dead of Night. | "= 6 

our Commands I ſtrict Qbedience TOY F N 

. my IP, AR of it I come to ſhow; ; 

I want the Heart to die before your Eyes, 

But Grief will finiſh that which Fear denies. 

Alm. Your Will ſhould by your Father's Precept move. | 
Cyd. When he was young he taught me Truth in Love) | [| ©: 
Alm. He found more Love than he am tis n N 5 Wi , 

And that it ſeems is lucky too to ou. 8 2 | 1 71 

Your Father's Folly took a head-ſtrong courſe, 

But I'll rule yours, and teach you Love by force. 

Enter Meſſeng er. 1 by 
Moſſ. Arm, Arm, O King! The Eden comes en, et His m:catl +0 

A ſharp Aſſault already is begun: YE % E900 U A 

The murdering Guns play fiercely on the Walle. gn vH: av vob 
Od. Now Rival let us run where Honour calls. 

Guy. 1 have dilcharg'd what — did owe, 

And the brave Spaniard is apain my Foe. x. Odm. a Gu 
Mom. Our Walls are high, and Multitudes deckt * Jy. 

Their vain Attempt muſt in their Rum end. e you 1 MN 

The Nuptials with my preſence ſhall be grac 4. ie int at 
Alib. At leaſt but ſtay. till the Aſſault be — wal 
Alm. Siſter, in vain you urge him to delay, eh! | * 

The King his promis'd, and he ſhall obey. & 24468 p: NO wid] 

Enter Second Meſſeng „„ 46.1 93117 mon 31:4 
2"Aleſſ. From ſeveral Parts the;Egetwy's repeltd, bas Von al; 

One only quarter to th' Aſſault does yield, - + ar bf ni coo! ili om 

Enter Third 7357 Nie 4 | y 
3 Meſſ. Some Foes are enter'd, but they are lo few, - | V. nl 
1 hey.only Deach, not Victory purſue. Orb. 


T he man 


Orb. Hark, hark, they ſhout ! TT 52 EY 
rom Virtue's Rules I do too meanly fwirve, © | | 
I by my Courage will your Love deſerve, 8 N 
Mont. Here in the Heart of all the Town III ſtay, 
And timely Succour Where it wants convey. | | bs 
A Noiſe within. Enter |Orbellar, Indians driven in, Cortex after them, 
and one or two Spaniards. 
Cort. He's found, he's found; degenerate. Coward,” ſtay: 
Night ſav'd thee once, thou ſhalt not ſcape by day. 
Orb. O I am kill'd | 


OF. 


- [Kills Orb: 
[ Dies, 


Enter Guyomar and Odwar. 
Guy. Yield, Generous Stranger, ard preſerve your Life, [ He is beſet, 
Why chuſe you Death in this unequal ſtrife? 
[ Almeria and Alibech fall en Orbellan's Bedy. 
Cort. What nobler Fate could any Lover meet ? | 
I fall reveng'd, and at my Miſtreſs Feet. 
[They fall on him and bear him down, Guyomar takes his Sword. 
Alib, He's paſt recovery; my dear Brother's ſlain; 
Fate's hand was in it, and my care was vain. 
Alm, In weak complaint you vainly waſte your Breath: 
They are not Tears that can revenge his Death, 
Diſpatch the Villain ſtrait, 
Cort, — The Villain's dead. 
Alm. Give me a Sword, and let me take his Head. 
Mont. Though, Madam, for your Brother's loſs I grieve, 
Yet let me beg 
Alm, — His Murtherer may live? 
d. Twas his Misfortune, and the Chance of Wir. 
Cort, It was my purpoſe, and I kill'd him fair; 
How could you fo unjuſt and cruel prove, 
To call that Chance which was the AR of Love? 
d. I call'd it any thing to fave your Life: 
Would he were living ſtill and I his Wiſe; 
That wiſh was once my greateſt Miſery; 
But tis a greater to behold you die, 
Alm, Either command his Death upon the place, 
Or never more behold Almeria's Face. b 
Guy. You by his Valour orte from Death were freed: * 
Can you forget ſo Generous a Deed? | [To Montezuma. 
| Mont. How Gratitude and Love divide my Breaſt; 
Both ways alike my Soul is robb'd of reſt. 
But——let him die——Can I his Sentence give? 
Ungrateful, muſt he Die by whom I Lives |, » 
But can [ they Almeria's Tears deny? 
Should any Live, hom ſhe commands to Die? 
Guy. Approach who dares: He yielded on my word; 
And as my Pris'ner, I reſtore his Sword; [ Gives Cort. his Sword. 
is Life concerns the ſafety uf the State, | 
And III preſerve it for a calm Debate. So Mont. 


28 The Indian Emperor. 


Mont. Dar'ſt thou rebel, falſe and degenerate Boy? AO 
That Being which I gave, I thus deſtroy, | Offers to kill him, Odmar flegs betwens. 
Dam. My Brother's Blood I cannot fee you ſpill, 5 
Since he prevents you but from doing ill: | 
He is my Rival, but his Death would be | 
For him too glorious, and too baſe for me. 
Guy. Thou ſhalt not conquer in this cable Strife: 
Alas, I meant not to defend my Life: - 
Strike, Sir, you never pierc'd a Breaſt more true; 
Tis the laſt Wound I &er can take for you. 
You ſee I live but to diſpute your Will; 


Kill me, and then you may my Prisner kill. 


Cort. You ſhall not, Generous Youths, contend for, me, 
It is enough that I your Honour ſee; | 


But that your Duty may no. blemiſh take, 


I will my ſelf your Father's Captive make; | 
When he dares ſtrike, I am prepar'd to fall: [ Gives his Sword to Monte . 
The Saniards will revenge their General. | 
Cd. Ah you too haſtily your Life reſign. 
You more would love it if you valu'd mine! 
Cort. Diſpatch me quickly, I my Death forgive, 
I ſhall grow tender elſe, and wiſh to live; 
Such an infectious Face her ſorrow wears, 
I can bear Death, but not Cydaris's Tears. 
Alm, Make haſte, make haſte, they merit Death all three 
They for Rebellion, and for Murder he. 
See, ſee, my Brothei's Ghoſt hangs hov'ring there, 
Oer his warm Blood that ſtecms into the Air, 
Revenge, Revenge, it cries. 
Mont. And it ſhall have. 
But two Days reſpite for his Life I'crave.. _. 
If in that ſpace you not more 7 prove, 
Il give a fatal proof how well I love. 
Till when, you G#yomar your Pris'ner take; 
Beſtow him-in the Caſtle on the Lake: 
In that ſmall time I ſhall the Conqueſt gain * 
Of theſe few Sparks of Virtue which remain; 
Then all who ſhallmy-headlong paſſion fee, 


y Shall curſe my Crimes, and yet ſhall pity me. 3 | . Omnes. 


_— 
— 


8 C E N E, A Priſon. > if 
Enter Almeria and an Indian, entring. 
Ind. A Dangerous proof of my Reſpect I 2 n 


Alm, Fear not, Prince Gayomar ſhall never krow: 
While he is ab l ent, let us not _ 


Remember 'tis the King thou 
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Ind. dee where he ſlecps. Cortez appears Chain d and laid afteep. 
Aim. — Without my coming wait: | 
And on thy Life ſecure the Priſon Gate, —— [Exit Indian. 


She plucks out a Dagger and approaches him. 

Spaniard, awake: thy fatal Hourb come 3 * _ 
Thou ſhalt not at thy eaſe receive thy Doom. 
Revenge is ſure, though ſometimes (lowly pac'd; 
Awake, awake, or ſleeping ſleep thy laſt. 

Core. Who names Revenge? 

Alm, —— Look up and thou ſhalt ſee. 

Cort. I cannot fear fo fair an Enemy. 

Alm. No aid is nigh, nor canſt thou make defence > 
Whence can thy Courage come}. 


Cort. From Innocence. 

Alm. From Innocence? let that then take thy part. 
Still are thy looks aſſur'd } _—— Have at thy Heart | Holds wp the Dagger. 
I cannot kill thee, ſure thou bear*ſt ſome Charm, [ Goes back, 
Or ſome Divinity holds back my Arm. 
Why do I thus delay to make him Bleed, LA.. 
Can I want Courage for ſo brave a Deed? 
F've ſhook it off, my Soul is free from Fear, [Comes again, 


And I can now ſtrike any where, - but here, 
His ſcorn of Death how ſtrangely does it move! 
A mind ſo haughry who could chuſe but love! [ Goes of, 
Plead not a Charm, or any God's Command, 
Alas, it is thy Heart that holds thy Hand: 
In ſpight of me I love, and ſee too late 
My Mother's Pride muſt find my Mother's Fate. 
—— Thy Country's Foe, thy Brother's Murtherer, 
For ſhame, Almeria, ſuch mad Thoughts forbe ar: | 
It wo'not be if I once more come on, [ Coming on again. ö 
I ſhall miſtake the Breaſt and pierce my own. f Comes with her Dagger doum 
Cori. Does your Revenge maliciouſly forbear 
To give me Death, till 'tis prepar'd by Fear? 
If you delay for that, forbear or ſtrike, 
Foreſeen and ſudden Death are both alike. 
Alm. To ſhow my Love would but increaſe his Pride: 
They have moſt Power who moſt their Paſſions hide, | Ac. 
Spaniard, I muſt confeſs I did expect 
You could not meet your Death with ſuch neglect; 
I will defer it now, and give you time, | 
You may Repent, and I forget your Crime, . 
Cort. Thoſe who repent acknowledge they did ill: = 
I did not unprovok'd your Brother kill. ; 
Alm. Petition me, perhaps I may forgive. 
Cort. Who begs his Life does not deſerve to live. 
Alm. But if tis given you'll not refuſe to take? 
Cort. I can live gladly for Cydaris's Sake, Abs, 


" 
* 
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Alm. Does ſhe ſo v holly then p- ſſeſs your mind? 

What if you ſhould anotber Lady find, 
Equal to her in Birth, ard far above 
Im all that can attract, or keep your Love, 
Would you ſo doat upon you: fiſt deſire, Z 
As not to entertain a Nobler Fire? 
Cort. I think that Perſon hardly will be found, 
With gracious Form and equal Virtue crown'd: 
Yet if another could precedence claim, 
My fixt Defircs could find no fairer Aim. 

Alm, Dull ignorance, he cannot yer conceive: | 
To ſpeak more plain, ſhame will not give me leave. [Afde. 
— Suppole one lov'd you whom even Kiags adore: To hi, 
Who with your Life, your Freedom would reſtore, 

And add to that the Crown of Mexico; 
Would you for her Cydaris's Love forego? 

Cort. Though ſhe could offer all you can invent, 
I could not of my Faith once vow'd repent. 

Alm. A burning bluſh hath cover'd all my Face: 

Why am I forc'd to publiſh my Diſgrace? 
What if I Love, you know it cannot be, 
Ard yet I bluſh to put the Caſe *twere-me. 
If I could love you with a Flame fo true, 
I could forget what hand my Brother {l-wt—— - 
——— Make out the reſt Lam diforder'd fo 
I know not farther what to ſay or do: : 
But anſwer me to what you think I meant. 
Cort, Reaſon or Wit no anſwer can invent: 
Of words confus'd who cam the meaning find ? 
Alm. Diſordei'd Words:ſhow a diſtemper'd' Mind. 
. Cort, She has oblig'd me ſo, that could I chuſe, 
I would not anſwer what I muſt. refuſe, [ Afde, 

Alm. His Mind is ſhook; ; ſuppoſe I lov'd you, ſpeak, 
Would you for me Cydaria's Fetters break? 

Cort, Things meant in Jef}, no ſerious anſwer need. 

Alm, But put the Caſe that it were ſo indeed. 

Cort. If it were ſo, which but to think were Pride, 

My. conſtant Love would generor ſly be try'd: 
For ſince you could a Brother's Death forgive, 
He whom you fave, for you alone ſhould live: 
But I the moſt unhappy of Mankind. 

E'er I knew yours, have all my love reſign'd: 
*Tis my own loſs I grieve, who bave no more; 
You go a begging to a Bankrupt's Door, 

Yet could I change, as ſure I never can, 

How could you love fo infamous a Man? 

For Love once given from her, and plac'd on you, 
Would leave no Ground I ever could be true. 
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Alm. You conſtru'd me aright, — I was in Jeſt: 
And y that offer meant to ſo1rd your Breaſt; 
Which ſince I find fo conſtant to your Love, 
Win much my value of your worth improve. 
Spamard, aſſure your felf you ſhall nor be 
Golig'd to quit Cydaria for me: 
*Tis dangerous though to treat me in this ſort, 
And to refuſe my Offer, though in ſport. [Exit Almeria. 
Cort. In what a ſtrange Condition am I left, [ Cort. ſolus. 
More than I wiſh 1 have, of all I wiſh bereft! 
In wiſhing nothing we enjoy ſtiil moſt; 
For even our with is in poſſeſſion loſt : 
Reſtleſs we wander to a new deſire, 
And burn our ſelves by blowing up the fire: 
We toſs and turn about our feaveriſh will, 
W hen all our Eaſe muſt come by lying till: 
For all the happineſs Mankind can gain 
Is not in pleaſure, but in reſt from pain. ¶ Goes in, and the Scene cloſes upon him: 


SCENE II. Chamber Royal. 
Enter Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, and Alibech. 
Mont. My Ears are deaf with this impatient Crowd, 
Oam,. Their wants are now grown mutinous and loud: 
The Gen'ral's taken, but the Siege remains; 
And their laſt Food our dying Men ſuſtains. 
One means is only left, I to this hour 
Have kept the Captive from Almeria's Power, 
And though by our Command ſhe often ſent 
To urge his Doom, do ſtill his Death prevent. 
Mont. That hope is paſt: Him I have oft aſſail'd; 
But neither Threats no- Kindneſs have preyail'd; 
Hiding our Wants, I offer'd to releaſe 
His Chains, à d eq ally conclude a Peace: 
He fiercely anſwer'd, I had now no way | 
But to ſubmit, and without Terms obey : 
J told him, He in Chai's demanded more 
Than he impos'd in Victory before: 
He Cillenlv reply'd, He could not make 
Thoſe Ot, now ; Honour mult give, not takt. 
Odm Twice have I fally'd, and was t vice beat back: 
Wat deſp'rate Courſe remains for us to tale! 
Aont If either D:ath or Bondage I muſt chuſe, 
In keep my Freedom, th my Life J loſe, 
Guy Til nor up>ra'd yon, that you once reſus'd 
Thofe Mans you mig ht ha e then with Honour us'd: 
II lead your Men, perhaps bring Victory: * 1 


They know to Conquer beſt,” who know to Die. [Excu Mont. Odmar; 
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All. Ah me, what have I heard! Stay, Gapemar, 
What hope you from this Sally you prepare} 
Guy. A Death, with Honour for my Country's good: 
A Dcath, to which your ſelf deſign'd my Blood | 
Alib. You heard, and I well know the Town's Diſtreſs, 
Which Sword and Famine both at once oppreſs: 
Famine ſo fierce, that what's deny'd Man's uſe, 
En deadly Plants, and Herbs of poi“ nous Juice, 
Wild Hunger ſeeks; and to prolong our Breath, 
We greedily devour our certain Death: 
The Soldier in th' Aſſault of Famine falls: 
And Ghoſts, not Men, are watching on the Walls, 
As Callow Birds \ 
W boſe Mother's kill'd in ſeeking of the Prey, 
Cry in their Neſt, and think her long away: 
And at each Leaf that ſtirs, each blaſt of Wind, 
Gape for the Food which they muſt never find: 
So cry the People in their Miſery. 15 
"Guy. And what Relief can they expect from me? 
Alib, While Aontezumaleeps, call in the Foe: 
The Captive Gen'ral your Deſign may know: 
His noble Heart, to Honour ever true, 
Knows how to ſpare as well as to ſubdue. 

. Guy. What I have heard I bluſh to hear; and grieve 
Thole words you ſpoke, I muſt your words believe; 
I ro do this! I, whom you once thought brave, 

To ſell my Country, and my King enſlave? 

All I have done ” one foul act deface, 

And yield my right to you by turning baſe? 
What more could Odmar wiſh that I ſheuld do 
To loſe ybur Love, that you perſwade me to? 
No, Madam, no, I never can commit 
A deed fo ill, nor can you ſuffer it: 

"Tis but to try what Virtue you can find 

Lodg'd in my Soul. 
Alib, I plainly ſpeak my Mind; 
Dear as my Life my Virtue Il preſerve: 
But Virtue you too ſcrupulouſly ſerve: , _ 
I lov'd not more than now my Country's good, 
When for its ſervice I employ'd your Blood: 
But things are alter'd, I am till the ſame, 
By different ways ſtill moving to one Fame; 
And by diſarming you, I now do more 
To fave the Town, than arming, you before. . 
Guy. Things good or ill Y circumſtances be;. 
In you 'tis Virtue, what is Vice in me. 
Alib. That Ill is pardon'd which does Good 
Gu. The Good's uncertain, but the Ill is ſure. 
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Alib., When Kings grew ſtubborn, ſlothful, or unwiſe, 
Each private Man for publick good ſhould riſe. 

Guy. Take heed, fair Maid, bow Monarchs you accuſe: 
Such Reaſons none but impious Rebels uſe: 


- Thole who to Empire by dark paths aſpire, 


Still plead a Call ro what they moſt deſire; 
But Kings by tree conſent their Kingdoms take, 
Strict as thole lacred Ties which Nuptials make; 


And what cer faults in Princes time reveal, 


Noe can be Judge where can be no Appeal. 

Alib. In ali debates you plainly let me ſee 

You love your Virtue beſt, but Odmar me: 

Go, your miſtaken Piety purſue: 

Il have from him what is deny'd by you; 

With my Commands you ſhall no more be grac'd, 
Remember, Sir, this Trial was your laſt, 

Guy. The gods inſpire you with a better mind; 
Me you more juſt, and make you then more kind: 
But though from Virtuc's Rules I cannot part, 
Think I deny you with a bleeding Heart: 


*Tis hard with me, whatever choice I make; 


I muſt not merit you, or muſt forſake : 
But in this ſtrait, ro Honour 1'll be true, 
And leave my Fortune to the gods and you. 
f Emer Meſſtnger privately. 
Meſſ. Now is the time; be aiding to your Fate: 
From the Watch-Tower, above the Weſtern-Gate, 
I have diſcern'd the Foe ſecurely lye, 
Too proud to fear a beaten Enemy : 
Their careleſs Chiefs to the cool Grottoes run, 
The Bowers of Kings, to ſhade them from the Sun. 
Guy. Upon thy Life diſcloſe thy News to none; 
I'll make the Conqueſt or the Shame my own. [ Exit Gyomar and Meſſenger. 
Enter Odmar. þ | 
Alib. I read ſome welcome Mcſſaye in his Eye: 
Prince Odmar comes: I'll ſee if hel deny. 
Odmar, | come to tell you pleaſing News. * - 
I begg'd a thing your: Brother did refuſe, 
Odm. The News boch pleaſes me, and grieves me too: 
For nothing, ſure, ſhould be deny'd to you: 
But he was bleſt who might — 4. be; 
Yau never meant that happineſs to me. 
Alib. What he refus'd your Kindneſs might beſtow, 
But my Commands, perhaps, your Burthen grow. 
Odm. Could I but live ill burthenſome they prove, 
My Life would be immortal as my Love. 
Your Wiſh, cer it receive « Nam, I grant. 
Alib, *Tis to relieve your dying Country's want; 


All hopes of Succour from your Arms is paſt, 
To ſave us now you muſt our Ruin haſte; 

Give up the Town; and to oblige him more, 
The Captive General's Liberty reſtore, 

Cd. You ſpeak to try my Love. Can you forgive 
Fo ſoon, to et your Brother's Murtherer live? 

A.ib. Orbeilan, tho' my Brother, did diſgrace, 
With treacherous Deeds, 1 Mother's Race; 
And to revenge his Blood, ſo juſtly ſpilt, 

What is it leſs than to partake his Guilt? 
Though my proud Sifter to Revenge incline, 
It my Country's good my own refign, 
Od. To fave our Lives our Freedom I betray——— 
Yet fance I promis d it, I will obey; 
I'll not my Shame nor your Commands diſpute: 
You ſhall behold your Empire's abſolute. | 

Alib, I ſhould have thank'd him for his ſpeedy Grant: 
Ard yet I know not how, fit Words T want: 

Sure I am grown diſtracted in my Mind, 

That Joy this Grant ſhould bring I cannot find: 
The one, denying, vex'd my Soul before; 

And this, obeying, has diſturb'd me more: 

The one with Grief, and ſlowly did refuſe, 

The other, in his Grant, much haſte did uſe: 
lee us'd too much ind granting me fo ſoon, 
He has the Merit of the Gift undone: a 
Methought with wondrous Baſe he ſwallow'd down 
His forfeit Honour, to betray the Town: 

My inward Choice was Gaemar before, 

But now his Virtue has confirm'd me Moree -: 
I rave, I rave, for Odmar will obey, 

And then my Promiſe muſt my Choice betray. 
Fantaſtick Honour, thourhaſt fram'd 'a Foil 

Thy ſelf, to make thy Love thy Vireuc's Spoil, 


The Indian Emperor. 


[Exis Alib. 


SCENE III. A pheaſant Grotto diſcoverd: In it 4 Fountain 
Jponting round about it Vaſquez, Pizarro, and other Spaniards 
hing careleſly unarm'd, and.by them many Indian Women, one of 


which ſings the followimg Song. 
SON G. t 
Ab! Fading Foy, how quickly art thow. paſt . 
Tet we thy Kun haſte. 
As if the Cares of Human Life were feu, 
| We ſeek ont new : 
And follow Fate which would too faſt purſjee:. 
4e how en every Bang h the: Birds expreſs: 
In thein ſweet: Notos beim Happineſ31. 


— 


o 
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They all enjoy, and nothing ſpare; 

But on their Mother Nature lay their Care: 
Muy then ſhould Man, the Lord of all below, 

Such Trowbles chuſe to know, 
As none of all his Subjects undergo ? 
Hark, hark, the Waters fall, fall, fall: 
And with a murmuring Sun 
Daſh, daſh, upon the Ground. 
To gentle Slumbers call. 


After the Song, two Spaniards ariſe and dance 4 Saraband with Caſtanieta's : ae 
the end of which, G yomar and his Indians enter, and c er the Spaniards 


can recover their Swords, ſeize them. 


Guy. Thoſe whom you took without in Triumph bring, 
But ſee theſe ſtraight: conducted to the King. 
Pix. Vaſquez, what now remains in theſe Extreams? 
Yaſq. Only to wike us from our Golden Dreams. 
Pix. Since by our ſhameful Conduct we have loſt 
Freedom, Wealth, Honour, which we value moſt, 
I wiſh they would our Lives a Period give: | 
They live too long who Happineſs out- live. | Spaniards are led out. 
1 Ind. See, Sir, how quickly your Succeſs is ſpread: 
The King comes marching in the Army's Head. 
Emer Mont zuma, Alibech, and Odmar diſcontented. 
Mont. Now all the Gods reward and bleſs my Son: [ Embracing. 
Thou haſt this day thy Father's Youth out-done. 
Alib, Juſt Heav'n all Happineſs upon h m ſhower, 
'Till it confeſs its Will beyond its Power. 
Guy. The Heav'ns are kind, the Gods propitious be, 
I only doubt a Mortal Deity : : 
I neither fought for Conqueſt, nor for Fame, 
Your Love alone can recompence my Flame. 
Alib. 1 gave my Love to the moſt brave in War; 
But that the King muſt judge. 
Mont. "Tis Guyomar. [ Soldiers ſhout, A Guyothar, &. 
This day your Nuptials we will celebrate; 
But guard thoſe haughty Captives 'till their Fate: 
Odmar, this night to keep them be your Care, 
To morrow for their Sacrifice prepare. 
Alib. Blot not your Conqueſt with your Cruelty. 
Mont. Fate 17 * we are not ſafe anlef, they die: 
The Spirit that forerold this happy day, | 
Bid me uſe Caution, and avoid Delay. 
Poſterity be juſter ro my Fame: 
Nor call it Murder, when each private Man 
In his Defence may juſtly do the ſame : 
But private — * more than Monarchs can: 
Fa 


KNevenge does more t 


1 ſhall poſſeſs t 
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All weigh our Acts, and whatc'er ſeems unjuſt, 


' Impute not to Neceſſity, hut Luſt. , + [ Exe, Montez. Guyom. and Alib, 


Odm. Loſt and undone! he bad my. Father's Voice, 
And Alibech ſeem'd pleas'd with her new Choice: 
Alas, it was not new! too late I ſee, 

Since one ſhe hated, that it muſt be me. 
I feel a ſtrange Temptation in my Will 


; % 


To do an Action, great at once and ill: 


Virtue ill treated from my Soul is fled; 
I by Revenge and Love am wholly led: | 
Yer Conſcience would againſt my Rage rebel 
———Conſcience the fooliſh pride of doing well! 
Sink Empire, Father Pr Brother fall, © 
an recompence you all. 
Conduct the Prisners in 
Spaniards, you ſce your own deplor'd Eſtate: 
Enter Valquez, Pizarro, 

What dare you do to reconcile your Fate? | 

Vaſq. All that Deſpair with Courage join'd can do. 

Odm. An eaſie way to Victory I'll ſhow : 
When all are bury'd in their Sleep or Joy, 
I'll give you Arms, burn, raviſh, and — * 8 
For my own Share one Beauty I deſign, 
Engage your Honour that ſhe ſhall be mine. 

Pix. I gladly ſwear. | 

Vaſq. And I; but I rcqueſt, 
That, in return, one who has touch'd my Breaſt, 
Whoſe name I know not, may be given to me. 

Oam, Spaniard, 'tis juſt ; ſhe's yours whoe'er ſhe be. 

Vaſq. The _ comes on: if Fortune bleſs the bold, 
e Beauty. | 
Pia. I the Gold. | | [ Exennt amutcs. 


SCENE Iv. 4 Priſon. 


Cortez diſcover d bound; Almeria talking with him. 

Alm. I come not now your Conſtancy to prove, 
You may believe me when I fay I Love. 

Cort. You have too well inſtructed me before 
In your Intentions, to believe you more. 

Alm. I'm juſtly plagu'd by this your Unbelicf, 
And am my {elf the cauſe of my own grief: 
But to beg Love, I cannot ſtoop ſo low; 
It is enough that you my Paſſion know: 
*Tis in your Choice; love me, or love me not, [ Lays hold on the Dagger. 
I have not yet my Brother's Death forgot. 

Crrt. You menace me and court me in a Breath: 


Your Capi looks as dreadfully as Death. 


1 


Mis, 


— 
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Alm. Your hopes, without, are vaniſh'd into ſmoke: 
Your Captains taken, and your Armies broke. 

Cort. In vain you urge me with my Miſeries: 
When Fortune falls, high Courages can riſe, 
Now ſhould I change my Love, it would appear 
Not the effect of Gratitude, but Fear. 

Alm. I'll to the King, and make it my Requeſt, 
Or my Command, that you may be releas d; 
And make you judge, when I have ſet you free, 

Who beſt deſerves your Paſhon, I, or ſhe. 
Cort. You tempt my Faith ſo generous a way, 
As without Guilt might Conſtancy betray: 
But I'm fo far from meriting Eſteem, 
That if I judge I muſt my ſelf condemn; 
Yet having given my worthleſs Heart before, 
W hat I muſt ne'er poſſeſs I will adore; 
Take my Devotion then this humbler way; 
Devotion is the Love which Heav'n we pay. 

Enter Cydaria. 

Cyd. May I believe my Eyes! What do I ſee! 
Is is her Hate to him, his Love to me! 

'Tis in my Breaſt ſhe ſheaths her Dagger now. 
Falſe Man, is this the Faith? Is this the Vow? 

Cort. Wat Words, dear Saint, are theſe I hear you uſe? 
What Faith, what Vows are thoſe which you accuſe? 
Cyd. More cruel than the Tyger o'er his Spoil; 

And falſer than the weeping Crocodile: 

Can you add Vanity to Guilt, and take 

A Pride to hear the Conqueſts which you make ? 
Go publiſh your Renown, let it be ſaid 

You have a Woman, ard that lov'd, betray d. 

Cort. With what Iajuſtice is my Faith accus'd ! 
Life, Freedom, Empire, I at once rctus'd; 

And would again ten thouſand times for you. 

Alm. She'll have too great Content to find him true; 

And therefore ſince his Love is not for me, 

Ill help to make my Rival's Miſery. 

Spaniard, I never thought you falſe before: 
Can you at once two Miſtreſſes adore? 

Keep the poor Soul no longer in Suſpence, 
Your Change is ſuch as does not need Defence, 

Cort. Riddles like theſe I cannot underſtand! 

Alm. Why ſhould you bluſh? She ſaw you kiſs my hand. 

Cyd. Fear not, I will, while your firſt Love's deny'd, 
Favour your Shame, and turn my Eyes aſide; 

My feeble Hopes in her Deſerts are loſt : 
Þ neither can ſuch Power nor Beauty boaſt ; 
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[Kiſſes her Hand. 


| To him. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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I have no Tye upon you to be ti ur, 
But that which looſned yours, my Love to you. 
Cort. Could you have heard my words! 
Cd, Alas what needs 
To hear your Words, when I bcheld your Deeds ? 
Cort. Wnat thall I ſay } che Fate ot Love is ſuch, 
Thar ſtill it ſees too little cr too much. x 
That Act of mine which does yuur Paſſion move, 
Was but a mark of my Reſpect, not Love. 
Alm, Vex not your ſelt Excuſes to prepare: 
For one you Love not is not worth your Care. 
Cort. Cruel Almeria, take that Lite you gave; 
Since you but- worſe deſtioy me, while you fave. 
Cy4, No, let me die, and I Il my Claim refign; 
For while I live, methinks you ſhould be mine, 
Cort, The þloodieſt Vengeance which ſhe cou!d purſue, 
Would be a Trifle to my loſs of you. 
yd. Your Change was wiſe; for had ſhe been deny d, 
A ſwift Revenge had follow'd from her Pride: ; 
You from my gentle Nature had no fears, 
All my Revenge is only in my Tears, | 
Cort. Can you imagine I ſo mean would prove, 
To ſave my Lite by changing of my Love? 
yd. Since Death is that which nat'rally we ſhun, 
You did no more than I per aps had done. 
Cort, Make me not doubt, fair Soul, your Conſtancy ; 
You would have dy'd for Love, and ſo would I. 
Alm, You may believe him; you have ſeen it prov'd, 
Cort, Can I not gain belief how I have lov'd? 


| What can thy Ends, malicious Beauty, be? 


Can he who kill'd thy Brother live for thee? [A noiſe of cla ing of Swords. 
[ Vaſquez within, Indians againſt him. 

Vaſq. Yield, Slaves, or die; our Swords ſhall force our way, Within, 

Ind. We cannot, tho' o'er-power'd, our Truſt betray. 1 

Cort. Tis Vaſquex voice, be brings me Liberty. 

Yaſq. In ſpite of Fate I'll ſet my Gen' ral free: 
Now Victory for us, the Town's our own. 

Alm, All hopes of Safety and of Love are gone: 
As when ſome dreadful Thunder-clap is nigh, 
The winged Fire ſhoots ſwiſtly through the Sky, 
Strikes and conſumes e er ſcarce it does appear, 
And by the ſudden Ill, prevents the Fear: 

Such is my State in this amazing Woe, 
It let es no Pow'r to think, much leſs to do: 
But ſhall my Rival live? Shall ſhe enjoy 


Mithin. 


That Love in Peace, I labour d to deſtroy ? 


Cort. Her Looks grow black as a tempeftuous Wind; 
wank on are rowling in her Mind, 


Some raging T 


ndian Emperor. 


Alm. Rival, I muſt your Jealouſie remove, 
You ſhall hereafter he at reſt for Love. 
Cyd. Now you are kind. 
Alm. He whom you love is true: 
But h ſhall never be poſſeſs d by you. [ Draws her Dagger, and runs towards her. 
Cort. Hold, hold; Ah, barb'rous Woman! Fly, oh fly ! 
Cyd. A, pity, Pity! Is no Succour nigh? 
Cort. Run, run behind me, there you may be ſure, 
While I have Life I will your Life ſecure, | Cydaria gets behind him. 
Alm. On hm or thee, lake Vengeance any where: [ She ſtabs and hurts him. 
— W hat have I done? I ſee his Blood appear! | | 
Od. It ſtreams; it ſtreams from ev'ry Vital Part: 
Was there no way but this to find his Heart? 
Alm. Ah! Curſed Woman, what was my Deſign? 
This Weapon's Point ſhall mix that Blood with mine! 
| Goes to ſtab her ſelf, and being within his reach he ſnatches the Dagger. 
Cort. Now neither Life nor Death are in your Power, | 
Alm. Then ſullenly I'll wait my fatal Hour. 
Enter Vaſquez and Pizarro with draws Swords. 
Vi. He lives! he lives! 
Cort, Uafetter me with ſpeed, 
Vaſquez, I ſee you troubled that I bleed: 
Bur 'tis rot deep; our Army I can head. 
Vaſq. You to a certain Victory are led: 
Your Men all arm'd ſtand filently within : g 
TI with your Freedom did the Work begin. 
Pix. What Friends we have, and how we came ſo ſtrong, 
We'll ſoftly tell you as we march along. 
- Core, In this ſafe Place let me ſecure your Fear: - [To Cydaria. 
No claſhing Swords, no Noiſe can enter here. 
Amidſt our Arms as quiet you ſhall be, 
As Halcyons brooding on a Winter Sea. 
| Cyd. Leave me not here alone, and full of Frighe, 
Amidſt the Terrors of à dreadful Night: 
You judge, alas! my Courage by your own; 
F never durſt in Darkneſs be alone: 
I beg, I throw me humbly at your Fee. _. 
Cort. You muſt not go where you way Dangers meer. 
Th' unruly Sword will no D ſtiaction make; 
And Beauty will not there give V/ounds, bur take. 
Alm, Then ſtay and take me with you; tho? to be 
A Slave to wait upon your V.ctory, 
My Hreart vnmo»'d can Noiſe 4 Horrour bear; 
Parting from you is all the D-ath I fear. 
Cort. Almeria, tis enough I leave you free: 
You neither muſt ſtay here, nor go vi h me- 2 
Alm. Then take ay Life, that will my Reſt reſtore :- 
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Tis all Lask for ſaving yours before... . Cr, 
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Cort. That were a barbarous R<turn of Love, 

Alm, But leaving it you more 1human prove: 
In both Extreams I ſott Relief ſhould find; 

Oh! either hate me more, or be more kind. 

Cort. Lif of my Soul, do not my Abſence mourn ; * 
But chear your Heart in hopes of my Return, DT Cydaria: 
Your noble Father's Life ſhall be my Care; 
And both your Brothers I'm oblig'd to ſpare, 

yd. Fate makes you deaf, while I in vain implore, 
My Heart forebodes I ne'er ſhall fee you more: 
I have but one Requeſt, when I am dead 
Let not my Rival to your Love ſucceed, — 
Cort, Fate will be kinder than your Fears foretell; 
Farewel, my Dear. 
yd. -A long and laſt Fare wel: 
So eager to imploy the crucl Sword; 
Ca you not one, not one laſt Look afford! 
Core. I melt to Womaniſh Tears, and if 1 ſtay, 
I find my Love my Courage will betray: * 
Your Tower will keep you fafe, but be ſo kind 
To your own Life, that none may Entrance find. 
Cyd. Then lead me there | | He leads her, 
For this one minute of your Company, | s | 
I go methinks with ſome Content to the. [ Exe, Cort. Vaſq. Piz. and Cyd. 
Alm. Farewel, O too much lov'd, ſince lov'd in vain! | Sola, 
What diſmal Fortune does for me remain! 
Night and Deſpair my fatal Footſteps guide, 


That Chance may give the Death which he deny'd. [Exit. 
| Cortez, Vaſqu-z, P:zarro, 4 Spaniards return again. 
Cort. All 1 hold dear I truſt to your Defence, | [To Pizarro, 


Guard her, and, on your Life, remove not hence. | Exe. Cortez and Vaſquez. 
Pix. I'll venture that 5 , 


The Gods are good; I'M leave her to their Care, 
Steal from my Poſt, ad in the Plunder ſhare. [Exit, 


I OY 
— 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
R The Chamber Royal, an Indian Hamock diſcover'd in it. r 


Euter Odmar with Soldiers, Guyomar and Alibech bond, 
0 r is more juſt than you to my Deſert, ' 
Aud in this Act you blame, Heav'n takes my 
Gy. Can there be Gods, and no Revenge provide? 
Odm. The Gods are ever of the conqu'ring Side: 
She's now my Queen, the Spaviards have agreed 
I to my Father's Empire ſhall ſucceed, | 


| The Indian Emperor. 
Alib. How much I Crowns contemn I let thee ſee, 
Chuſing the younger, and refuſing thee. 

Guy. Were ſhe Ambitious ſhe'd diſdain to own 
The Pageant Pomp of ſuch a ſervile Throne: 

A Throne which thou by Parricide doſt gain, 
And by a baſe Submiſhop muſt retain. ; 

Alib. 1 lov'd thee not before, but, Odmar, know 
That now | hate thee and deſpiſe thee too. 

Odm. With too much Violence you Crimes purſue, 
Which if 1 acted 'twas for Love of you: 

This, if ir teach not Love, may teach you Fear : 
I brought not Sin ſo far, to ſtop it here. 

Death in 2 Lover's Mouth would ſound but ill: 
Bur know, I either muſt enjoy, or kill. 

Alb. Beſtow, falſe Man, thy idle Threats elſewhere; 
My Mother's Daughter knows not how to fear. 
Since, Guyemar, 1 muſt not be thy Bride, 

Death hail enjoy what is to thee deny'd. 

Odm. Then take thy Wiſh 

Guy. Hoid, Odmar, hold 
My Right in Alibech I will reſign; + 
Rather than ſec her die, I'll ſee her thine. 

Alib. In vain thou wouldſt refign, for I will be, 
Ev'n when thou leav'ſt me, con ſtant ſtill to thee: 
Thon ſhalt not ſave my Life: Wilt thou appear 
Fearful for her who for her ſelf wants Fear? 

Odm. Her Love to him ſhows me a ſurer way : 
I by her Love, her Virtue muſt b tray: 

Since, Alibech, you are ſo true a Wife: 

'Tis in your Power to ſave your Husband's Life: 
The Gods, by me, your Love and Virtue try: 
For both will ſuffer if you let him die. 

Alib, 1 never can believe you will proceed 
To ſuch a black and execrable Deed. 

Odm. | on'y threatned you; but could not prove 
So much a Fool to murder what I love: 

But in his Death, I ſome Advantage ſee: 
Worſe than it is I'm ſure it cannot be. 
If you corſent, you with that gentle Breath 
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Aſde. 


[To her. 


- 


Preſerve his Life: If nor, behold his Death, [Holds his Sword to his Breaft, 


Alib. What ſhal' I do! 

Guy. What, are your Thoughts at ſtriſe 
About a Ranſom to preſerve my Life? i 
Though to fave yours I did my int'reſt give, 
Thi k not when you were his I meant to live, 

Alib, O let him be preſcrv'd by any way: 
But name not the foul Price which I muſt pay, 

| G 


[To _— 


_ —— — RN — — 
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Odm. You wou'd and wou'd not; I'll no longer ſtay. [ Offers again to kill him. 
Alib, I yield, I yield; but cer yet I am ill, 

An innocent Deſire I would fulfil: 

With G#yomar I one chaſte Kiſs would leave, 


The firſt and laſt he ever can receive. 


Odm. Have what you ask: That Minute you agree h 
To my Deſires, your Husband ſhall be free. 
| They unbind her, ſhe goes to her Hatband; he turns from her. 
Guy. No, Alibech, we never muſt embrace: 
Your guilty Kindneſs why do you miſplace? 
'Tis meant to him, he is your private Choice: 
I was made yours but by the publick Voice. 
And now you leave me with a poor Pretence, 
That your ill Act is for my Life's Defence. 
Alib. Since there remains no other means to try, 
Think I zm falſe; I cannot ſee you die. 
Guy. To give for me both Life and Honour too, 
Is more, perhaps, than I could give for you. 
You have done much to cure my Jealouſie, 
But cannot perfect it unleſs both die: 


For ſince both cannot live, who ſtays behind 


Muſt be thought fearful, or, what's worſe, unkind. 


Alib. I never could propoſe that Death you chuſe; 
But am, like you, too jealous to refuſe. [ Embracing him. 
Together dying, we together ſhow 
That both did pay that Faith which both did owe. 

Odm, It then remains I act my own Deſign: 

Have you your Wills, but I will firſt have mine. 
Aſſiſt me, Soldier [ They go to bind her, ſhe cries ont. 
Enter Vaſquez and twe Spaniards. 

Vaſq. Hold, Odmar, hold, I.come in happy time 
To hinder my Misfortune, and your Crime, 

Oam. You ill return the Kindneſs I have ſhown. 

Vaſq. Indian, | ſay, deſiſt. 

Odm. Spaniard, be gone. 

Faſq. This Lady I did for my ſelf deſign: 

Dare you attempt her Honour who is mine? 

Odm, You're much miſtaken; this is ſhe whom 1 

Did with my Father's loſs, and Country's buy: 
She whom your promiſe did to me convey, 
When all things elſe were made your common Prey. 

Vaſq. That Promiſe made, excepted one for me; 
One whom ! ſtill reſerv'd, and. this is ſhe. 

Oam. This is not ſhe, you cannot be ſo baſe. 

Vaſq. | love too deeply to miſtake the Face: 

The V nquiſh'd muſt receive the Victor's Laws, 
Ode. If I am Vanquiſh'd, 1 wy felt am cauſe, 
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Vaſq. Then thank your ſelf for what you undergo. 
Odm. Thus lawleſ> Might does Juſtice overthrow, 
Yaſq. Traitors, like you, ſhould never Juſtice name. 
Odm. You owe your Triumphs to that Traitor's ſhame, ” 
But to your General I'll my Right refer, 
Vaſq. He never will protect a Raviſher: 
His generous Heart will ſoon decide our Strife; 
He to your Brother will reſtore his Wife, 
It reſts we two our Claim in Combat try, 
And that with this fair Prize the Victor fly. 
Odm. Make haſte, 
I cannot ſuffer rt» be long perplext: 
Conqueſt is my firſt With, and Death my next. 
[Hey fight, the Spaniards and Indians fight. 
Alib. The Gods the Wicked by themſelves o'erthrow : 
All fight againſt us now, and for us too! [Unbinds her Husband, 
The two Spaniards and three Indians kill each other. Vaſquiz kills Od- 
mar. Guyomar runs to his Brother's Sword. 
Vaſq. Now you are mine, my greateſt Foe is lain, [To Alibech. 
Guy. A greater ſtill to vanquiſh docs remain. 
Vaſq. Another yer! 
The Wo'inds I make but ſow new Enemies: 
Which from their Blood, like Eaith-born Brethren, riſe. 
Guy. Spaniard, take Breath; ſome reſpite Ill afford, 
My Cale is more advantage than your Sword. 
Vaſq. Thou art fo brave could it with Honour be, 
I'd ſcck thy Friendſhip more than Victory. 
Guy. Friendſhip with him whoſe Hand did Odmar kill! 
Baſe as he was, he was my Brother ſtil]: 
And ſince his Blood has waſh'd away his Guilt, 
Nature asks thine for that which thou haſt ſpilt. 
| They fight and breath; Alibech takes up 4 Sword, and comes on, 
Alib, My Weakneſs may help ſomething in the Strife, 
Guy. Kill not my] Honour to preſerve my Life: [Staying her, 
Rather than by thy Aid I'll Conqueſt gain, 
Without Defence I poorly will 15 ſlain. N 
She goes back, they firht again, Vaſquez falls, 
Guy. Now, Spaniard, beg thy Life: and . yg > 
Vaſq. 'T were vain to ask thee what thou canſt not give: 
My Breath goes out, and I am now no more; 
Yet her I lov'd, in Death I will adore. [ Dies. 
"Guy. Come, Alibech, let us from hence remove: 
This 15 a Night of Horrour, not of Love. 
From every Part I hear a dreadful Noiſe: 
The Va quiſh'd Crying, and the Victors Joys. 
Ii ro my Father's Aid and Country's fly, 
And ſuccour both, or in their Ruins die. | [ Exeunt. 
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Montezuma, Indian High-Prieft bound, Pizarro, Spaniards with Swords drawn; 


: a Chriſtian Prieſt, 
Pix. T. du haſt not yet diſcover d all thy Store. 
Mont. I neither can nor will diſcover more: 
The Gods will puniſh you, if they be juſt; 
The Gods will plague your ſacrilegious Luſt. | 
Cr. Prieſt, Mark how this impious Heathen juſtifies 
His own falſe Gods, and our true God denies: 
How wickedly he has refus'd his Wealth, 
And hid his Gold, from Chriſtian hands, by ſtealth: 
Down with him, kill him, merit Heav'n thereby. 
H. Prieſt, Can Heav'n be Author of ſuch Cruelty ? 
Pix. Since neither Threats nor Kindneſs can prevail, 
We muſt by other means your Minds aſſail; 
Faſten the Engines, ſtretch 'em at their length, , 
And pull the — Cords with all your Strength. 


They faſten them to the Rack, and they pull them. 


Mont. The Gods, who made me once a King, ſhall know 
J ſtill am worthy to continue ſo: ) 

Though now the Subject of your Tyranny, 
I'll plague you worſe than you can puniſh me. 
Know, I have Gold, which you ſhall never find, 
No Pains, no Tortures ſhall unlock my Mind. 

Chr. Prieſt. Pull harder yet; he does not feel the Rack. 

Mont. Pull *till my Veins break, and my Sinews crack. 

H. Prieſt. When will you end your barb'rous Cruelty} 

I beg not to eſcape, I beg to die, 

Mont. Shame on thy Prieſthood, that ſuch Prayers can bring: 
Is it not brave to ſuffer with thy King ? 
When Monarchs ſuffer, Gods themſelves bear part; 

Then well may'ſt thou who but my Vaſſal art: 
I charge thee dare not groan, nor ſhew one ſign 
Thou at thy Torments doſt the leaſt repine. 

H. Prieſt. You took an Oath when you receiv'd your Crown, 

The Heav'ns ſhould pour their uſual Bleſſings down; 
The Sun ſhould ſhine, the Earth its Fruits produce, 
And nought be wanting to your Subjects Uſe: 

Yet we with Famine were oppreſs'd, and now 
Muſt to the Yoke of cruel Maſters bow. 

Mont. It thoſe above, who made the World, could be 
Forgetſul of it, why then blam'it thou me? 

Chr. Prieſt. Thoſe Pains, O prince, thou ſuffer'ſt now, are light, 
Compar'd to thoſe, which when thy Soul takes flight, 
Immortal, endleſb, thou muſt then endure, 

Which Death begins, and Time can never cure. 
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Meoxt, Thou art deceiv'd; for whenſoe er I die, 
The Sun my Father bears my Soul on high: 
He lets me down a Beam, and mounted there, 
He draws it back, and pulls me through the Air: 
I in the Eaſtern Parts, and riſing Sky, 
You in Heav'ns Downfal, and the Weſt muſt lye. 
Chr. Prieſt. Fond Man, by Heathen Ignorance miſ- led, 
Thy Soul deſtroying when thy Body's dead: 
Change yet thy Faith, and buy Eteraal Reſt. 
H. Prieſt. Die in your own, for our Belief is beſt. 
Mont. In _ Happineſs you both agree, 
But in the ſearch the Paths fo different be, 
That all Religions with each other fight, 
While only one can lead us in the Right, 
But 'till that one hath ſome more certain Mark, 
Poer Human-kind muſt wander in the dark; 
And ſuffer Pains eternally below, 
For that, which here we cannot come to know. 
Chr. Prieſt. That which we worſhip, and which you believe, 
From Nature's common Hand we both receive; 
All under various Names, adore and love 
One Power Immenſe, which ever rules above. 
Vice to abhor, and Virtue to purſue, 
Ts both believ'd and taught by us and you: 
But here our Worſhip takes another way 
Mom, Where both agree tis there moſt ſafe to ſtay : 
For what's more vain than publick Light to ſhun, 
And ſet up Tapers while we ſee the Sun? 
Chr. Prieſt. Tho' Nature teaches whom we ſhould adore, 
By heav'nly Beams we ſtill diſcover more. 
Mont. Or this muſt be enough, or to Mankind 
One equal way to Bliſs is not deſign'd. 
For tho' ſome more may know, and ſome know leſs, 
Yer all muſt know enough for Happineſs. 
Chr. Prieſt, If in this middle way you till pretend 
To ſtay, your Journey never will have end, 
Mont. Howe'er tis better in the midſt to ſtay, 
Than wander farther in uncertain way, ; 
Chr. Prieſt. But we by Martyrdom our Faith avow. 
Mont. You do no more than I for ours do now, 
To p ove Religion truc— 
If either Wit or Sufferings would ſuffice, 
A'l Faiths afford the Conſtant and the Wiſe: 
And yet ev'n they, by Education ſway d 
la Age defend what Infancy obey'd. 
Chr. Prieſt, Since Age by erring Child-hood is miſled, 
Refer your ſelf to our unerring Head. | 
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Mont. Man and not err} What Reaſun can you give? 
Cbr. Prieſt, Renounce that Carnal Reaſon, ard believe, 
Mont. The Light of Nature ſhould T rhus betray, 
*Twere to wink hard that I might ſee the Day, 
Chr. Prieſt. Condemn not yer the way you do not know; 
I'll make your Reſon judge what way to go. 
Mont, 'Tis much too late for me new ways to take, 
Who hive but one ſhort ſtep of Life to mik-, 
Pix. Increaſe their Pains, the Cords are yet too ſlack. 
Chr. Prieſt, | muſt by force convert him on the Rack. 
H. Prieſt. I faint away, and find I can no more: 
Give leave, O King, I way reveal thy Store, 


And free my ſelf from Pairs I cannot bear. 


Mot. Think'ſt thou I lye on Beds of Roſcs here, 
Or in a wanton Bath ſtretch'd at my Eaſ:? 
Die, Slave, and with thee die ſuch Thoughts as theſe, 

| High-Prieſt turn: aſide, and dies. 
Enter Cortez attended by Spaniards, he ſpeaks entring, 

Cort. On pain of Death kill none but thuſe was fight; 
I much repent me of this bloody Nig: 
Slaughter grows Murther when it goes too far, 
And makes a Maſſacre what was a War: 
Sieath all your Weapons, and in ſiſence move, 


"Tis ſacred here to Beauty and to Love. [Sees Montezuma. 
Ham —— | 
What diſmal Sight is this, which takes from me : ; 

All the Delight that waits on Victory! [ Runs to take him off the Rack. 


Make haſte: How now, Religion, do you frown? 

Haſte, holy Avarice, and help him down. 

Ah, Father, Father, what do I endure, [Embracing Montezuma. 

To ſee theſe Wonnds my Pity cannot cure! 88 
Mont. Am I {> low, that you ſhould pity bring, 

And give an Infant's Comfort to a King ? : 

Ack theſe, if I have once unmanly groai'd ; 

Or ought have done deſ-rving to be mnan'd. 


Cort. Did I not charge thou ſhould'ſt not flir from hence? [To Pizarro. 
But Martial Law ſhall puniſ thy Offence. 


2 To the Chr. Prief. 
Who ſaucily teach Monarchs to obey, wh. rief 


And the wide World in narrow Cloyſters ſway; 


Set up by Kings as humble Aids of Power, 
You that which bred you Viper: like devour, 
You Enemies of Crowns. | | 

Chr. Prieſt. Come let's away, 
We bur provoke his Fury by our ſtay. 

Cort. If this go free, farewel that D ſcipline 
Which did in Sani ſb Camps ſeverely ſhine: 


Accurſed 
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Accurſed Gold, tis thou haſt caus'd theſe Crimes; 
Thou turn'ſt our Steel againſt thy Parent Climes! 
And into $4iz wilt fatally be brought, i ; 
Since with the Price of Blood thou here art bought. Ex. Prieſt and Pixar. 
| | | Cortez * by Montezuma, and weeps. 
Cort. Can you forget thoſe Crimes they did commits 
Mont. T'll do what for my Dignity is fit: 
Riſe, Sir; I'm ſatisfy'd the Fault was theirs: 
Truſt me you make me weep to ſee your Tears: 
Muſt I chear you? 
Cort. Ah Heav'ns! 
Mont. You're much to blame; 
Your Grief is cruel, for it ſhews my Shame, 
Does my loſt Crown to my remembrance bring: 
But weep not you, and Vl! be ſtill a King. 
You have forgot that I your Death deſign'd, 
To ſatisfie the proud Almeria's mind; 
You, who preſerv'd my Life, I doom'd to die. 
Cort. Your Love did that, and not your Cruelty. 
| Enter a Spaniurd. 
Span. Prince Guyomar the Combat ſtill maintains, 
Our Men retreat, and he their Ground regains: 
But once encourag'd by our General's Sight, 
We boldly ſhould renew the doubtful Fight. 


Cort. Remove not hence, you ſhall not long attend: [To Montez. 
I'll aid my Soldiers, yet preſerve my Friend. | 


Mont. Excellent Man! Exit Cortez, &c. 
But I, by living, poorly take the way | 
To injure Goodneſs, which I cannot pay. 
Enter Almeria. 
Alm. Ruin and Death run arm'd thro' ev'ry Street; : 
And yet that Fate I ſeck I cannot meet: 
What Guards Misfortunes are and Miſery |! 
Death that ſtrikes all, yet ſecms afraid of me. 
Mont. Almeria's here! O turn away your Face! 
Muſt you be witneſs too of my Diſgrace ? 
Alm. I am not that Almeria u hom you knew, 
But want that pity I deny'd to you: 
Your Conqueror, alas! has vanquiſh'd me; 
But he refuſcs his own Victory: 
While all are Captives in your conquer'd State, 
I find a wretched Freedom in his Hate. 
Mont. Couldſt thou thy Love on one who ſcorn'd thee loſe? 
He ſaw not with my Eyes who could refule : 
Him who could prove 19 much unkind to thee, 
I n&er will ſuffer to be kind to me. | 
Alm. I am content in Death to ſhare your Fate; 


And die for him I love with him I hate. ; Hom. 
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I camot go to Death to ſcr me free: 


- Which 1 mult needs diſpacch before 1 go: 


man mper oF. 
Mont. What ſhall I do in this perplexing ſtreight! 


My toctui'a Limbs rciule to bear my weight: | | 
[ Endeavouring to walk not being able, 


Death nit be kwd, and come himſelf to me, . 

Alm. I've thought upon't: 1 have Affairs below, LAlm. w/e, 
Sir, Ehave found a place where you may be, . [To bin. 
(Though not preſerv'd) yet like a King die free: 
The General jeſt your Daughter in the Tower, 
We may a while reſiſt the Spaniard's Power. 

It Gzyomar prevail 

Mont. Make haſte and call; 

Shell hear your Voice, and anſwer from the Wall. 
Alm, My Voice ſhe knows and fears, but uſe your own, 


And to gain Entrance, feign you are alone, (Alm. feps behind, 
Mont. daris. | 


Alm. — Louder. 
Mont, ——Daughter ! | 
Alm. Louder yet. 
Mont. Thou canſt not ſure thy Father's Voice forget. | | 
| He knocks at the Door, at laſt Cydaria looks over the Balcony, 
Czd. Since my Love went, I have. been frighted ſo, 
With diſmal Groans, and Noiſes from below; 
J durſt not ſend my Eyes abroad, for fear 
Of ſceing Dangers, which I yet but hear. 
Mont. Cydaria! 17 7 
Cyd. Sure *tis my Father calls. 
Mont. — Dear Child, make haſte; 


All hope of Succour, but from thee, is paſt: 


As when upon the Sands the Traveller 

Sees the high Sea come rolling from afar, 

The Land grow ſhort, he mends his weary pace, 

While Death behind him covers all the Place: 

U by ſwift Misfort unes am purſu'd, 

Which on each other are like Waves renew'd, 
Cyd. Are you alone? 
Mont, ————1 am. 
Cyd, Il trait deſcend; 

Heav'n did you here for both our Saferies ſend, 

: [Cydaria deſcends and opens the Door, Almeria ruſhes betwixt with Montez. 
ad. Almeria here! then I am loſt again. . [ Both thruſt. 
Aont. Yield to my ſtrength; you ſtruggle but in vain, 


Make haſte and ſhut, our Enemies appear. 


| | Cortez and Spaniards appear at the other 
d. Then do you enter, and let me ſtay &: appe other end, 


[As ſbe jpeaks, Almeria over-powers her, thruſts ber in, and ſbuts, 
| Cort, 
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Cort. Sure I both. heard her Voice, and ſaw her Face, 
She's like a Viſion vaniſh'd from the place. 
Too late I find my Abſence was too long ; 
My Hopes grow fickly, and my Fears grow ſtrong. 
[ He knocks 4 little, then Montezuma, Cydaria, and Almeria appear above. 
Alm, Look up, look up, and ſee if you can know 
Thoſe whom in vain you think to find below. 
Od. Look up, and ſee Cydaria's loſt Eſtate, 
Mont. And caſt one look on AMentezuma's Fate. 
Cort. Speak not ſuch diſmal Words as wound my Eat. 
Nor name Death to me when Caaria's there. 
Deſpair not, Sir; who knows but conqu'ring Spain 
May part of what you loſt reſtore again? 
Mont. No, Spaniard; know, he who to Empire born, 
Lives to be leſs, deſerves the ViRor's Scorn: 
Kings and their Crowns have but one Deſtiny : 
Power is their Life, when that expires they die. 
ya. What dreadful Words are theſe ! 
Mont. Name Life no more; 
'Tis now a Torture worſe than all I bore: 
I'll not be brib'd to ſuffer Life, but die 
In ſpight of your miſtaken Clemency. 
I was your Slave, and I was us'd like one; 
The Shame continues when the Pain is gone: 
But I'm a King while this is in my Hand [ His Sword. 
He wants no Subjects who can Death command: 
You ſhould have ty'd him up, t' have conquer'd me, 
But he's ſtill mine, and thus he ſets me free. | Stabs himſelf. 
Cyd. O my dear Fathe 
— Haſte, break open the Door. 
Alm, When that is forc'd there yet remain two more. 
| [The Soldiers break open the firſt Door and go iu. 
We ſhall have time enough to take our way, 
E'er any can our fatal Journey ſtay, 
Mont. Already mine is paſt: O Powers Divine; 
Take my laſt Thanks; no longer I repine: 
I might have liv'd my own Mit-haps to mourn, 
While ſome would pity me, but more would ſcorn! 
For Pity only on freſh Objects ſtays; 
But with the tedious fight of Wors decays. 
Still leſs and leſs my boiling Spirits flow; 
And I grow ſtiff as cooling Metals do: 
Farewel Almeria. | 


[Dive 


Cyd. He's gone, he's , 
And leaves poor me defenceief; . 


Alm. You ſhall not long be ſo: Prepare to die, 
That you may bear your Father * 
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yd. Oh! name not Death to me, you fright me ſo, 

That with the Fear I ſhall prevent the Blow: 

I know your Mercy's more than to deftroy 

A thing ſo young, ſo innocent as I. 

Cort, Whence can proceed thy cruel Thirſt of Blood, 

Ah barb'rous Woman! Woman! that's too good, 
Too mild for thee; there's Pity in that Name, 
But thou haſt loſt thy Pity with thy Shame. 
Am. Your cruel words have pierc'd me to the Heart; 
But on my Rival I'll revenge my Smart. 

Cort. Oh, ſtay your hand! and to redeem my Fault, 
I'll ſpeak the kindeſt words 
That Tongue Cer utter'd, or that Heart e'er thought. 

Dear Lovely Sweet. 

Alm. This but offends me more; 

You act your Kindneſs on Cydaria's ſcore. 

Cyd. For his dear ſake let me my Life receive. 

Alm, Fool, for his ſake alone you muſt not live: 
Revenge is now my Joy; he's not for me, 

And Il make ſure he ne'er ſhall be for thee. 

d. But what's my Crime? 

Alm. ————"Tis loving where I love. 

yd. Your own Example does my Act approve. 

Alm. 'Tis ſuch a Fault I never can forgive. 

Cyd. How can I mend, unleſs you let me live? 

I yet am Tender, Young, and full of Fear, 
And dare not die, but fain would tarry here. 

Cort. If Blood you ſeck, I will my own reſign: 
O ſpare her Life, and in exchange take mine, 

Alm. The Love 3 ſhew but haſtes her Death the more. 

Cort. I'll run, and help to force the inner Door. [1s going in haſte. 

Ale. Stay, Spaniard, ſtay, depart not from my Eyes: 

That moment that I Joſe your ſight ſhe dies. 
To look on you, I'll grant a ſhort Reprieve. 

Cort. O make your Gift more full, and let her live: 

I dare not go; and yet how dare I ſtay? 
Her I would ſave; I murder either way. 

d. Can you be ſo hard-hearted to deſtroy 

My ripening Hopes, that are fo near to Joy? 
I juſt approach to all I would poſſeſs: 
Death only ſtands twixt me and Happineſs. 

Alm. Your Father, with his Life has loſt his Throne: 
Your Country's Freedom and Renawn is gone. 
Honour requires your Death: you muſt obey, 

Od. Do you die firſt, and ſhew me then the way. 

Alm. Should you not follow, my Revenge were loſt. 

Cyd, Then riſe again, and fright me with your Ghoſt, 
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Atm, I will not truſt to that; ſince Death I chuſe, 
lll not leave you that Life which I refuſe : 
If Death's a Pain, it is not leſs to me; 
And if 'tis nothing, tis no more to thee. 
Bur hark! the Noiſe increaſes from behind, 
They're near, and may prevent what I defign'd: 
Take there a Rival's Gift 
Cort. Perdition ſcize thee for ſo black a Deed. 
Alm.. Blame not an A& which did from Love proceed : 
I'll thus revenge thee with this fatal Blow; Habs her ſelf. 
Stand fair, and let my Heart- blood on thee flow. 
Cyd. Stay Life, and keep me in the cheerful Light; 
Death is too black, and dwells in too much Night. 
Thou leav'ſt me, Life, but Love ſupplies thy part, 
And keeps me warm by lingring in my Heart; 
Yet dying for him, I thy Claim remove; 
How dear it cofts to conquer in my Love; 
Now ſtrike; that Thought, I hope, will arm my Breaſt, 
Alm. Ah with what differing Paſſions am I preſt! 
Cyd. Death, when far off, did terrible appear; 
But looks leſs dreadful as he comes more near. 
Alm. O Rival, I have loſt the power to kill; 
Strength hath forſook my Arm, and Rage my Will: 
| muſt ſurmount that Love which thou haſt ſhown : 
Dying for him is due to me alone. 
Thy weakneſs ſhall not boaſt the Victory, 
Now thou ſhalt live, and dead I'Il conquer thee: 


Soldiers aſſiſt me down, [ Exennt from above led by Soldiers; a 
| Emer both led by Cortez. 
Cort. Is there no danger then? [To Cydaria. 


Cyd. You need not fear 
My 38 8 3 you are near. 

Cort. You for my ſake Life to Cydaria give; To Almeria; 
And I could die for you, if you — live, 0 : 

Alm. Enough, I die content, now you are kind; 
Kill'd in my Limbs, — in my Mind: 
Come near, Cydaria, and forgive my Crime, . Cydaria 
You need yy 6x my Rage 5 — time: f 3 
I'll bathe your Wounds in Tears for my Offence: 
That Hand which made it makes this Recompence. -[ Ready 10 join their Handi. 
I would have join'd you, but my Heart's too high: 
You will too ſoon poſſeſs him when 1 die. 

Cort. She faints, O ſoftiy, ſer her down. 

Alm. Lis paſt! | 
In thy lov'd Boſom let me breathe my laft. 
Here in this one ſhort Moment that 1 live, 


I have whate'er the longeſt Life could give. | Diez, 
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Cort. Farewel, thou generous Maid: E:'n Victory, 
Glad as it is, muſt lend * Tears to thee! . 
My! dare not ſhed, jeſt you believe f 
I 9 you leſs than for 5 | grieve, [7% Cydaria, 

' Cy4. Bur are you {ire ſhe's dead} 
I muit embrace you faſt, betore I know 
Werner my Lite be yet ſecure or no: 
Some ct er Hour 1 will to T cars allow; 
But having you, can thew ro Sorrow now, 
Enter Guyomaor and Ali-ech bound with Soldiers. 

on Price Gutyomar in 1 O FrieudfMip's Shame! 

It makes me bluth to own a Victor's Name. Unbinds him: "PHE : 

Od. Sc:, Alibech, Almeria lies there: - : Cydaria, Alibech. 
But do not think 'twas I that murther'd her. 


| [Alibech Heels and kiſſer her dead Siſter. 
Cort. Live, and enjoy more than your Conqueror: [To Guyomar, 
Take all ny Love, and ſhare in all ny Power. _ 


Guy. Think me nor proudly rude, it I forſake 

Thole Gifts cannot with my Honour take: 

I for my Country fough', and would again, 

Had I yet left a Country to maintain: 

But ſince the Gods decreed it otherwiſe, 

I never will on its dear Ruins riſc, 

Alulib. Of all your Goodn-fs leaves to our diſpoſe, 
Our Liberty's the only Gift we chuſe: 

Abſe:i.ce alone can make our Sorrows leſs; 

And not to ſce what we can ne'et redreſs, 

Guy. Northward, beyond the Mountains, we will go, 
Where Rocks lye cover'd with Eternal Snow: 
Thin Herbage in the Plains and fruitleſs Fields, 
The Sand no Gold, the Mine no Silver yields: 
There Love à d Freedom we'll in Peace enjoy; 
No Spaniards will that Colony deſtroy. 

We to ow icivts will all our Wiſhes grant; 
Aud nothing covering can nothing want. 

Cort. Furſt your great Father's funeral Pomp provide: 
That done, in Peace your Generous Exiles guide, 
Wile I loud Thanks pay to the Powers above, 
Thus doubly bleſt with Conqueſt and with Love. 
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